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POSSESSIVE ALPHA COP 


I might be a law-abiding girl, but I’m hungry to taste this 
badass alpha cop’s primal passion. 


This is a week of firsts, and Marston Rivera wants to give 
me my first everything. 


My first real job. My first kiss. My first taste of carnal 
obsession. 


From the offset, this possessive older man wants to make 
me his. But I’m just trying to get on my feet after being 
involved in a horrible crime. My life and my passion was 
stolen from me. Can he bring it back? 


I’m just a naive orphan and I don’t know if I can be the 
woman he needs. Marston Rivera is a six foot seven silver 
fox, an ex-boxer, a man of means. Do I have what it takes? 


I’m scared, and not just about not being good enough. I’ve 
been tricked in the past. It’s what led to me being part of a 
really messed up case in Miami. Is this silver fox the cop to 
finally put me to right? 


Or am I destined to crash and burn? In all my eighteen 
years, I’ve never felt anything like what this forty-two year 
old alpha male makes me feel. And I’m oh-so-ready. 


*Possessive Alpha Cop is an insta-everything standalone 
instalove romance with a HEA, no cheating, and no 
cliffhanger. 


NEWSLETTER 


Get a free, new, original story NOW by joining my mailing 
list and staying subscribed. 


CLICK HERE >> Get a FREE book now 


CHAPTER ONE 


M arston 


I stare down the barrel of the gun with rage surging 
through me like wildfire. 


The man has long black hair that hangs over his eyes, so 
thick I’m surprised the prick can even see through it. His 
shirtless torso is covered in scars and tattoos and in his 
non-gun hand he’s holding a knife, gesturing at a puppy on 
the floor as though, not only will he shoot me if I try and 
come closer, but he’ll kill the dog, too. 


“If you touch that pup,” I growl, “I’m not taking you in. I’m 
putting you in the ground.” 


The walls of the crack den are covered in damp and the 
wallpaper is peeling and yellowed. A sick feeling moves 
through my stomach when I think about the kinds of things 
this man and his scumbag friends get up to here. 


“Have you gone loco, old man?” the gangbanger laughs, a 
coked-up look to his eyes. “Just do yourself a favor and 
leave.” 


“I'm here to arrest you, Diego. Don’t make it worse than it 
needs to be. You’ve already pointed your gun at a police 
officer.” 


“You come in here, to my house, without backup and expect 
to arrest me?” He makes a tsk noise. “You really are a 
madman.” 


From the hallway behind me, the men I’ve already dealt 
with make groaning noises, causing Diego’s face to twitch 
when he realizes what’s in store for him if he doesn’t come 
quietly. The fury in me makes my veins feel hot, as though 
there’s a primordial firework flaring inside of me, over and 
over. 


“Drop your weapons,” I snap. “I won’t warn you again. You 
give heroin to kids. I’ve seen it. Taster bags. You don’t want 
to push me.” 


He moves his tongue over his teeth as though searching for 
more powdered drugs, and then grins ear to ear. “Maybe 
you think you’re tough,” he says. “But nobody’s tougher 
than a bullet.” 


He pulls the hammer back on his revolver and I nod slowly, 
keeping my eyes fixated on it, staring at it intently as 
though all my attention is aimed laser-like on it. 


But the thing men like Diego don’t understand is that 
they’re not as smart and tough as they think they are, and 
they can be fooled by simple tricks. 


In one sudden movement, I snap my gaze to the side as 
though somebody is entering through the door to his left. 
Time slows as I watch his eyes flitter to where I’m looking, 
and then his mouth drops when he realizes his mistake. 


He spins back to me. 


Bang. 
The gunshot is deafening in the small space. 


The puppy starts yapping loudly and running in circles, 
terrified. 


The bullet hits the wall behind me and then I’m on him, 
surging forward like a force of nature. I grab his wrist and 
squeeze with the power of a vise, causing his bones to 
crunch and the gun to drop from his hand. 


He slashes at me with the blade, making a whistling noise 
as it slices through the air. I duck backward and slip to the 
side, letting it move harmlessly past my torso, and then pull 
back and crunch forward with the mother of all head-butts. 


“Ah,” he grunts, his knees buckling as his whole body falls 
like melting Jell-O to the floor. 


I lean down and put my knee on his back, tucking his knife 
and gun into the back of my pants and then slapping the 
cuffs on his wrists. He moans quietly, the words lost in the 
general garble of his dazed state. 


“Its okay,” I whisper, reaching across for the puppy. It’s 
some sort of black and white sheepdog, its eyes covered in 
different colored fur. Its tongue hangs out and it pauses, 
tilting its head at me. “It’s okay. Come on. It’s all going to be 
okay.” 


The puppy swallows its next bark and then pads slowly over 
to me, sniffing the ground before coming the rest of the 
way. It hops up on its hind legs, doing a little wiggle, and 
then jumps into my lap and starts licking the back of my 
hand. 


“That’s my dog,” Diego says, finally waking up. “That’s my 
fucking dog.” 


“And you were about to slit its throat,” I snarl, pressing my 
knee harder between his shoulder blades. “You’re lucky I 
don’t do worse. Now shut your mouth while I call for 
backup.” 


My partner, Angelo, sits back in the cafeteria cradling a 
coffee that sends steam rising up around his face. He’s a 
short man with a carefully tailored black mustache that 
hugs tightly to his upper lip. His eyes are narrow and 
perceptive and his Hawaiian shirt is open to reveal his 
detective’s badge and a generous smattering of coarse 
black hair. 


“T don’t know how you can wear suits in this heat, Marston,” 
he says. 


I smirk, but say nothing. I take a sip of my jet black coffee 
and let it writhe hotly down my throat. 


“That was madness, you know,” he goes on. “Busting into 
Diego’s drug den on your own like that.” 


“I didn’t plan on it,” I mutter, watching as the Miami 
sunlight appears from behind the clouds and floods the 
room with harsh yellow light. Some people even squint and 
cover their eyes, it’s so blinding. “I was out getting 
groceries and I happened to see him through the window. 
What was I supposed to do?” 


He shakes his head. “They say you took out ten guys on 
your own.” 


I shrug and sip my coffee. Angelo, ten years my junior at 
thirty-two, pauses for a moment as he moves his finger 
around the rim of his paper coffee cup. He has that glint in 


his eyes that tells me he wants to say something, but he 
parts his lips and closes them after. 


“What is it, Angelo?” I grunt. “You look like the nervous 
teenager trying to ask the popular girl to prom right now.” 


He grins tightly. “It’s just you’re an enigma, Marston,” he 
says. “You could’ve retired on the money you made during 
your boxing career in your twenties. Those investments you 
made with your winnings were razor sharp, too, man, and 
now you’ve got enough money that you’d never have to 
work again. You’ve been offered more promotions than I 
can count and yet you never take them.” 


“Yes, that’s right,” I chuckle grimly. “Is there a point in 
there?” 


“I guess my point is...” He trails off, shaking his head slowly. 
“Okay, you got me. I don’t really have a point. It’s just an 
observation. If I was you, I would’ve retired years ago. Hell, 
I would’ve retired when you quit boxing. How old were you, 
twenty-eight, and already a millionaire?” 


“Twenty-nine,” I mutter. “But that’s not the point, Angelo. 
There are some bad, bad men in this city. Men who’ll do 
anything it takes to get what they want. Without people like 
me out there, they’ll just roam free like packs of wild 
wolves. I can’t let that happen.” 


Maybe that’s why even at forty-two, I’ve never settled 
down, never even gotten close to a woman. 


I’ve always sensed Ill just know when I see my woman, and 
I’ll take her, claim her, protect her from the rest of the 
world and roar from the highest mountain that she’s mine, 
and mine alone. 


But that day has never come. 


So I work, and I work damn hard. 


I fight to make this city a better place. And if that means 
busting a few skulls and showing a few scumbags like Diego 
what happens when they cross the line, so be it. 


“What happened to the puppy, anyway?” Diego asks. 


“Quinn and his wife were looking for a dog,” I say. “They 
were happy enough to take the little guy. I would have 
taken him myself, but with the hours I work, I wouldn’t be 
able to take care of him. And he’s been through enough 
without having to deal with neglect. The little soldier needs 
love.” 


Angelo sips his coffee, and then blows on the steam. 
“Marston, you still looking for a cleaner?” 


I nod. “Why?” 
“You remember that shipping container case last month?” 
A grim note runs through me. 


A bunch of lowlifes from New York kidnapped and shipped 
girls into Miami, in the hopes of giving them to drug dealers 
here as some warped gift. Luckily we caught word of it 
through one of our contacts and were able to catch them at 
the port. 


“Of course,” I say. 


“Well, there’s this one girl. Mila. She’s only eighteen years 
old and she’s looking for work. She came into the precinct 
and asked if any of us could help, and I remembered that 
your cleaner moved out of town a couple of weeks ago. 
Seems like perfect timing.” 


“She survived that hell?” I whisper, having to let go of the 
coffee so I don’t crush it in my hand. “And she doesn’t want 


to go home to New York? Why?” 


Angelo shrugs, his Hawaiian shirt shifting around. “Are you 
interested?” 


“I do need a cleaner,” I mutter. “And it sounds like this girl 
needs a helping hand. Give her my address and tell her to 
come by tomorrow.” 


I pivot on the ball of my foot and swing my whole body into 
the punch, my boxing glove colliding with the bag and 
sending it whining back on the hinges, a loud squeaking 
noise sounding as it settles back into place. 


“Tsk, tsk,” I breathe, slipping side to side and firing two 
more explosive jabs. 


I feel the sweat sliding down my body, sticking my T-shirt to 
my six foot seven frame and dripping to the floor beneath 
me, a puddle of sweat that sends a manly odor into the air. 


I don’t give a damn about the smell, though. My home gym 
is my domain, my own personal jungle, and apart from my 
previous cleaner, nobody but me ever sets foot in my house. 


I keep my own company and don’t let my mind stray to the 
fact that I’ll never find that one woman, the woman I just 
know I'll recognize immediately as the mother of my 
children, as the fertile bounty I’d kill and die for. 


The loud ringing of the doorbell cuts through my thoughts. I 
stand back from the pendulum swinging bag and glance at 
the clock. 


It’s nine o’clock, the time Mila said she would come by. 


I grit my teeth and pull off my boxing gloves. I was sinking 
into a savage flow just now and interrupting my workout 
causes tendrils of annoyance to writhe like living things 
through me. 


I turn away from the bag and walk toward the door, my six 
foot seven body hulking in the mirror, sweat coating my 
silver coal hair to my head, more beads sliding over my 
jawline and down my neck. 


Fuck it. 
There isn’t time to change and shower now, anyway. 


And if she’s going to be my cleaner, she’s going to see me 
sweaty from time to time. 


I walk through the ground floor of my house, past the 
spartan rooms and hallways, even though I have enough 
money that I could furnish this like an emperor's palace if I 
wanted, and finally to the front door. 


I pull the large oak door open to find Mila standing on my 
doorstep, her hands clasped in front of her and a vivid blush 
moving across her cheeks. 


Immediately, I feel a primal burning scorch through me, as 
though the whole goddamn world has just stopped turning 
for one moment. 


Her auburn hair falls in waves down to her shoulders and 
her full, beautiful face is dominated by large green eyes and 
a shy yet sexy smile that sends urgent signals all through 
me. Her body is curvy all the way down, her legs bountiful, 
making me want to grab them, to sink my hands and teeth 
in and hear her moan. 


I need to peel off her tight fitting black skirt, those creamy 
legs making me fucking ravenous. 


This is her. 

This is the woman I’ve been waiting for. 
Jesus fucking Christ. 

She’s here. 

She’s standing on my doorstep. 


This curvaceous beauty is going to be the mother of my 
children. 


She’s going to take my seed as I pump it into her waiting 
womb. 


She just doesn’t know it yet. 
“Um, hello,” she whispers. “I’m here for the cleaning job?” 
The way she says it, it becomes a question. 


But there’s no question in my mind. 


CHAPTER TWO 


Just walking up his driveway sent butterflies flying through 
my belly, their wings flapping as I walked under the shadow 
of the palm trees. It’s summertime and the sun still throws 
a glow over the city, the shadows a deep black, and as I 
walked I just kept thinking about how imposing his three 
story house is, with its floor to ceiling windows that glisten 
like beacons. 


I went through hell in that shipping container, with plenty 
of time to think about how gullible and stupid I’d been, with 
plenty of time to reflect on how I can never trust anybody 
ever again. 


But a woman needs to eat, and I’m tired of just sitting 
around. 


I want to work. 


Sure, cleaning isn’t exactly my passion in life, but at 
eighteen years old with no qualifications and no work 
experience, it’s the best I can do right now. 


I fill myself with shiny optimism so I don’t have to think 
about the dark nastiness I lived through. 


That’s in the past and it’s where I want to keep it. 


But now, as Marston Rivera opens the door, I just know I 
haven’t got the job. 


The man is huge. I know he’s six foot seven because I 
googled him before I came here and ended up watching 
some of his boxing fights. But at forty-two, he looks even 
fiercer than the twenty something I watched on YouTube. 


His hair is a deep iron with flecks of night-black and his jaw 
is squared and strong. He’s wearing a police blue T-shirt 
that sticks to his body, outlining his bulging muscles, the 
lines of his abs visible in the sweaty wetness. His eyes are a 
knowing blue, shining in a way that make me think he 
misses nothing. 


Like how nervous I am. 
Like how inexperienced I am. 


He looks pissed, his jaw getting tighter as his perceptive 
azures roam up and down my body. 


I feel my skin pricking, my white shirt clinging to my 
breasts tightly, but it was the only size they had at Goodwill. 
A sheen of sweat has moved over my thighs and I just wish 
Pd worn tights, but this heat is oppressive, nothing like 
New York. 


I wonder if I’ve interrupted an investment meeting or 
something and that’s why he looks like he wants to tear me 
apart with his bare hands, his temples pulsating as though 
he’s moments away from an explosion. 


For a brief moment, I let my mind gallop to what it would be 
like if he did explode, charging at me and grabbing me 


firmly, pressing those give-nothing-away lips against mine 
and sending fluttering pleasure all through my body. I 
wonder how hard his body feels, like stone, like carved 
rock. 


Down, girl, I yell at myself. 
I never feel like this about boys. 
But then Marston isn’t a boy. 


He’s all man, a millionaire who still works for the police 
because it’s the right thing to do, even if he could’ve retired 
a hundred times over by now. He’s a hulking giant who 
must have rake thin women throwing themselves at him day 
in, and day out. 


I look again at his sweaty T-shirt and realize I must be going 
for the Silliest Girl in Miami Award. He must be pissed 
because I just interrupted his workout, I realize. It has 
nothing to do with an investment meeting, And standing 
here gawking like a simpleton isn’t exactly helping matters. 


“Would you like me to come back another time?” I whisper, 
having to force the words out. I said hello and he just stared 
at me, his eyes searing into me like blue fire. “I’m sorry if I 
interrupted anything.” 


“No,” he mutters, his voice measured but with strength 
underneath it. He’s like a lion who could roar and bring the 
whole city down but chooses to speak quietly instead. 
“Come inside, Mila. TIl ask you a few questions and we'll see 
if you’re suitable for the job.” 


He turns away and walks into the house, his T-shirt pulling 
tautly over his shoulders, his back so wide I couldn’t put my 
arms around him even if I pressed myself right up against 
him. 


Oh, God. 


That just makes my mind dance to the idea of pressing 
myself against him, my nipples tingling against his rippled 
muscles, maybe a low growl escaping him as he reached 
back and slid his hands up my leg. 


I shake my head, glad he’s leading me through his sparse 
hallways and not watching me. I need to stamp on any 
notion that Marston Rivera could ever be attracted to an 
eighteen year old girl like me, with fanged pain in her past 
and a habit of stumbling over her words. 


I take a deep breath, reminding myself that this is about the 
job, nothing more. 


He leads me to the rear of the house, to a clean cobblestone 
section that overlooks a small pond, wooden furniture laid 
out under the shadow of another palm tree, the leaves 
reaching across to stroke the roof over us. 


He nods to a chair and then drops into the other, leaning 
back and regarding me coolly. 


But there’s still that knot of tension in him, pulsing in his 
jaws and his temples. He probably wants to get this over 
with so he can return to his workout, but he’s just too polite 
to tell me outright. 


I smooth down my skirt, rubbing my hands over my legs, 
and his eyes flit to the movement, his teeth gritted. 


I quickly interlace my hands. The last thing I need is to 
gross him out by rubbing my sweat-coated thighs. 


“Have you ever cleaned before, Miss Moore?” he asks. 


“You can call me Mila,” I say, and then clamp my lips shut. 
“Or Miss Moore,” I add hastily. “Either is fine. I mean, it’s 
your choice. You can call me whatever you want.” 


His lips twitch into something like a smirk, but it’s gone a 
moment later. “Mila,” he says. “Do you have any experience 
cleaning?” 


“T’ve cleaned my room for years,” I mutter. 


The statement hangs in the air like the dorkiest declaration 
imaginable. We both know that cleaning my own room and 
cleaning this three story house are going to be very 
different matters, although thankfully Marston’s large 
property seems sparingly furnished. 


I find myself thinking silly thoughts again, like what I’d do if 
I was the lady of the house, how I’d pretty it up and try and 
make it beautiful. 


What the heck am I thinking, exactly? 


It’s like there’s this electricity, this connection, something 
deep inside of me calling out to him as though I’ve been 
waiting all my eighteen years to meet Marston Rivera. 


I shake it off and lick my lips, causing another 
uncomfortable glance from Marston, as if he finds my very 
existence off-putting in some way. 


“T know that’s not the same,” I say. “But I really need this 
job and I’m going to work my butt off to make it work. You'll 
never have to worry about me being late because, really, I 
don’t have any friends and...” 


“And?” he prompts. 


“Oh, it’s nothing,” I mutter, aware of the sweat sliding down 
between my shoulder blades, tickling mockingly. “Basically, 
I’m going to give this my all, always.” 


“What were you going to say, Mila?” he whispers, his voice 
dark and full of gruffness. 


He leans forward, placing his forearms on his knees, staring 
at me in the same way I imagine he watches people in the 
interrogation room. 


I feel seen, for the first time in my life, as though I exist. 
He’s giving me his complete, unbroken attention, something 
I’ve never felt before, and especially not from a handsome 
silver fox like Marston. 


“It’s just... used to paint,” I say. “And that used to take up 
some of my time.” 


“But not anymore?” he probes. 


“Not anymore,” I confirm. “So I have no distractions, really. 
I can give everything to my work.” 


I expect him to ask why I don’t paint anymore, but he just 
keeps staring. His chest rises and falls in a measured way, 
but he’s so huge it’s like the shifting of a continent, every 
sinew in his muscular form primed for power. He just stares 
and the moment stretches until I find I want to find an 
answer. 


It’s almost like he’s ready to listen, really listen, in a way 
nobody has before. 


Again, I have to snap on the reins of my thoughts, realizing 
I’m getting way, way too carried away. 


“T haven’t been able to paint since what happened with the 
shipping container stuff, you know,” I whisper. “Painting 
used to be my way to sort of retreat from the world. But 
now any time I’m on my own and I go to paint, I just think 
about ...” I shiver, shaking my head, not wanting to let my 
mind stray there. “It’s like the silence gets to be too much, I 
guess.” 


“It must be hard,” he mutters. “I didn’t mean to bring any 
of it back.” 


I laugh, realizing that tears are pricking my eyes. 


I wipe at them and laugh again, but it comes out all croaky 
and ugly sounding, like a pig snort crossed with a cat 
squealing. 


“I’m sorry. I’m sure this is the last thing you need, me 
balling my eyes out like a freakin loser. I’m really sorry, Mr. 
Rivera. I should go.” 


“Marston,” he growls, his voice a volcanic rumble as his 
glinting eyes move over me. “And you don’t have to 
apologize to me. Ever.” 


Ever. 
Now what the heck is that supposed to mean? 


I’m probably just letting my thoughts spiral like a 
plummeting aircraft, but the impact of the earth is too 
unnerving, and for a moment I just let myself think that 
ever could mean forever, that this hulking steel haired 
detective millionaire could want me, that he’d want to drive 
his seed deep inside of me and spill it hotly over my waiting 
womb. 


I close my eyes, feeling more tears stinging, fueling by the 
foolishness of this thought as well as the biting past now. 


Of course he doesn’t - couldn’t- want me. 


I’m not the sort of girl you see on billboards and TV 
advertisements, definitely not the sort of girl you see on the 
arms of badass alphas like Marston Rivera. 


I stand up before I start blubbering all over the place. I 
can’t see Marston because the world has gone all wavy with 


tears, but I bet he’s glaring at me, as disgusted at my tears 
as he was with the way I rubbed my sweaty thighs. 


“Thank you for your time,” I mumble. “rll, um, see myself 
out.” 


I’ve heard that phrase on TV and stuff before. I'll see myself 
out. But it sounds unwieldy and awkward coming out of my 
mouth, badly rehearsed, like I’m pretending to be a regular 
human being. 


Marston rises from his chair and stalks after me into the 
house, his presence like a moving boulder behind me, 
towering. 


“Mila,” he says, when he pulls the large oak front door 
open, revealing the towering palm trees. 


“Hmm?” I mutter, half turning, not wanting to give him a 
full view of how ravaged by tears my face must be right 
now. 


“You’ve got the job,” he growls. “Come by tomorrow 
evening. The place needs a good cleaning because I haven’t 
had time to have anyone over here since my last cleaner 
left.” 


“Okay,” I whisper. 
It’s all I can say, the news is so sucker punch unexpected. 


I lick my lips, tasting the tears where they’ve made tracks 
down my face. As I reach for the keys, our hands brush, and 
electric tension moves up my arm and swirls around my 
body. Something potent and suggestive whelms in my chest, 
and for a second I think he’s going to grab my wrist and 
pull me toward him for a shattering kiss. 


“See you tomorrow, then,” I murmur, turning away. 


It’s weird. 


He looks angrier now than he did before, his jaws tight, his 
body tense like he’s ready to erupt, his eyes tracking me the 
whole time I walk down the path under the shadows of the 
palm trees. 


And yet he gave me the job. 
Weird. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


M arston 


I walk up the driveway the following day with the sun 
hanging high in the sky, my body work sore and my head 
swimming with thoughts of Mila. 


I got called in last night and, as always, I answered the call. 
I was on the edge of a well known slum lords’ apartment 
complex when the shooting started, a rat-a-tat that tore 
through the heavy air and woke up half the neighborhood, 
the moon watching impassively. 


I charged into the building and I crushed the assailant’s 
nose with my elbow, tearing him off his feet before he could 
fire off one more damn shot. And still the most annoying 
part of the night was the paperwork, the endless fucking 
paperwork. 


But now I’m home and ready to drop into bed, and thoughts 
of Mila still won’t leave me. 


As I push open the door and stretch my arms over my head, 
my muscles crunching powerfully together, I remember the 
way she fidgeted in the chair, her hands moving up and 


down those fertile thighs, savage thoughts of grabbing her 
and bending her over the table infusing me. 


I’d slide her skirt up to reveal the round bulbs of her ass, 
round and perfect and so plus size gorgeous I could bury 
my hands in them, grip tightly and feel all the bountiful 
goodness in her body. 


She’s got the sort of body that causes my seed to stir wildly 
inside of me, in a way I never dreamed it would. 


Pd slide in my engorged manhood and pump my hips, 
slamming myself inside of her, feeling the tightness and the 
wetness and the way her womb screams out for more, and 
more, until my seed is gushing inside of her and her own 
release is sliding down her thighs. 


Fuck. 


I walk upstairs and drop onto my king size bed, the 
mattress whining under my hard muscled weight. 


I need to calm down before she returns later today to start 
her first shift. 


I try to keep what she went through at the forefront of my 
mind, reminding myself that the last thing she needs now is 
for me to put her in an awkward position. 


She lived through hell, its flames still fresh in her mind and 
it’s scorch marks most likely still burning into her memory. 


But she’s mine, and the thought of anybody else claiming 
her makes me want to tear the whole damn city into tiny 
pieces. Nobody else can touch her, ever, under any 
circumstances. 


I don’t know if I can stay strong. 


I’m normally an expert at controlling myself, at stamping 
down on any wayward impulses and focusing on the task at 
hand, but the second I saw Mila it was like something long 
ignored cracked open inside of me. 


I feel it surging through my body and getting my seed riled 
up, a riot in my body, in my mind and my fucking soul, even, 
all through me, every fiber roaring out for Mila Moore and 
her curvaceous perfection. 


I set my alarm and roll over, closing my eyes, my manhood 
like a sword in my underwear, tugging at the waistband as 
all eleven inches of it presses against the elastic band and 
then— 


Fuck. 


As thoughts of her flood my mind, all my child making 
energy floods my manhood, causing the band to snap and 
my underwear to tear down the middle, my massive cock 
exploding from my underwear as though my seed just can’t 
take it anymore. 


I roll onto my back and put my arm over my eyes, trying to 
force the image of those child bearing hips from my mind, 
the shy way she has of pouting her lips when she’s nervous, 
her breasts pushing against her white shirt, the fabric of 
her bra just about visible through the material. 


Tearing open her shirt so that buttons go flying, freeing 
those ample breasts and squeezing and palming her flesh, 
ripping open her bra with my teeth and tweaking her 
nipples so that she moans and twitches her hips for more, it 
would all be perfection, fucking perfection. 


But I can’t do it. 


She’s been through a lot and she’s probably not ready for 
the way I need to claim her. 


Need. 


The word rebounds in my mind as I roll off the bed and pull 
my underwear down, heading to the drawer for a fresh pair. 


I’ve never needed somebody like this before. 


I’ve never felt like my balls are going to erupt and my seed 
is going to go feral if I don’t get what I need. 


Need, need, need. 


I pull on my underwear, careful not to brush against my 
enraged manhood unless I lose control and pump my fist up 
and down my length, picturing Mila in a million poses, 
fertile and bountiful and voluptuous, all for me, and me 
alone. 


I'll kill any man who touches her. 


I shake my head, trying to push the thought away, 
remembering how she must’ve suffered in that shipping 
container. She probably doesn’t trust men and definitely 
doesn’t need me making my primal move on her. 


But as I return to bed and drop down, I know that later 
she’s going to be here and I’m not sure I'll be able to stop 
myself from taking what I already see as mine. 


Her body, her heart, her soul. 
I want it all. 


I want to pump my seed deep inside of her and watch as 
her belly swells with the life we’ve made together, and then 
stand by her for the rest of her life, come hell or high water, 
to make sure she and our children never want for anything. 


I want to make her my queen. 


When Mila gets here to clean, I disappear into the gym and 
start working my body like a man possessed. I lie on the 
bench and bring five hundred pounds down to my chest, 
pumping the weights so that they clang together like giant 
gongs. I grit my teeth and push, spit flying savagely from 
my lips. 


Then I stand up and wander over to the punching bag, 
picking up my hand wraps and slowly and methodically 
wrapping my hands, just like I did when I was a boxer 
before a match. 


Only this time, instead of visualizing the opponent, I think 
about Mila. 


I can hear her sometimes, walking past my door, whistling a 
soft tune as she sighs breathily. And it’s all too easy to 
imagine her sighing like that for a different reason, her 
moans rising like a song into the air, captivating, perfect, 
the only thing I fucking need. 


I pull on my boxing gloves and go at the bag like it’s a drug 
dealer in a rundown apartment complex... only I don’t snap 
the cuffs onto the bag. 


I twist my whole body into the strikes, feeling the burn in 
my belly, my abs crunching together strongly with each 
primal pivot. I lay into it over and over, my forearms tensed 
and full of sinewy muscle. 


When I’m done, I turn to find Mila standing at the door. 


My manhood immediately floods with the force of a boiling 
tsunami. She’s wearing a shirt and skirt again, only now 
she’s undone a few buttons of the shirt, revealing a 
tempting slice of skin that’s covered in droplets of sweat, 


making me want to smooth them over her breasts and make 
them wet with her juices. 


I imagine suckling her precious milk from her pert nipples, 
sucking hard until her milk has filled my mouth and her 
fertile taste is swimming through me, and then rubbing the 
milk all over her breasts, massaging it in, giving her fertility 
back to her in a dominant show of primal release. 


I want to claim her, the same way a caveman must’ve 
claimed his mate tens of thousands of years ago. 


“I’m sorry to interrupt,” she whispers, her emerald green 
eyes flitting around the room. 


I notice the way they pause on me and wonder if the same 
thoughts are rioting through her mind. It’s getting more 
and more difficult to remember my reasons for not just 
pouncing on her like a cheetah. 


“What is it?” I growl, keeping my voice gruff so she can’t 
sense the want. 


“T just wondered if you wanted me to clean this room?” she 
whispers. “I’ve done the rest of the house.” 


“Already?” 


She bites her bottom lip, a cute red glow filling her cheeks. 
She runs her hands down her legs, which must be a 
nervous tic of hers. But dammit, I love it when she does 
that, the way her flesh kneads under fingers, making me 
think about those nervous hands clutching onto the eager 
shaft of my wet, hot cock. 


“It’s been three hours,” she whispers. 


I glance around the room, at the pools of sweat, realizing 
that I’m shirtless when I see my balled up tee lying soaked 
in the corner. I feel the sweat on my chest coursing down 


my body. My scent rises into the air like I’m an animal 
projecting my desire to her, and I can feel my seed infusing 
the smell, beckoning to her. 


It’s like my body is taking over, urging me to take her, and 
to take her now. 


“T didn’t realize,” I say. 


“You’re working out like a demon,” she giggles, and then 
Shakes her head, causing a lock of auburn hair to fall 
sideways over her forehead. “Not that I’m saying you’re a 
demon or anything. I don’t know.” 


I want to tell her that she’s endearing when she gets 
tongue tied like this, but that would be crossing a line I’ve 
told myself I’m not going to cross. 


Even if remembering why is starting to fade into the 
recesses of my mind. 


Perhaps she has had a tough time of it this past month, but 
she’s eighteen years old and she can make her own 
decisions, and my decision is to claim her. 


Every part of her. 


I step forward, inching closer, my whole body going tense 
as though priming itself for what comes next. 


“T think I did a good job in the rest of the house,” she 
whispers. Her nerves are driving her words. I can read her, 
the way her tongue is writhing around just so she has 
something to say. “But you can check. Of course.” 


“T’m sure you did,” I growl, stalking closer, feeling like a lion 
on the Savannah hunting my prey. 


Something deep inside of me roars out at the prospect of 
Mila, the sweetest, most satisfying meal I’ll ever taste. 


The only meal I want to devour for the rest of my life. 


“And I know I’m not an expert,” she whispers, her voice 
getting hollow as she looks up at me. Her eyes are wide as 
our gazes drink each other in, something neither of us can 
control taking over. “But I tried my best and I promise, any 
pointers you give me, I'll...” 


She trails off when I push even closer, my sweat soaked 
body pushing her up against the wall. 


She reaches up and lays her hand against my chest, soft 
and trembling slightly, sending zigzagging urgency all 
through my body, as though her hand is gripping onto my 
manhood, not my chest. 


“Marston?” she whispers. 


“Mila,” I growl, pushing even closer, so that I have her 
pressed up against the wall now. 


I tried to be strong. 


But there’s something irresistible about Mila, as though we 
were chosen for each other a long time ago. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


When I walked in here and saw the sweat sliding down his 
body, something in me shattered into a thousand pieces. 
Like a big bang inside of me, it just exploded and sent 
scorching heat all throughout me, touching and tingling 
every single part. 


And now he’s pushed right up against me and I can feel his 
muscles against my hand, his chest slick and fire hot with 
something that can only be fury. 


For a moment I let myself believe it’s something else, that 
the signals my womb is screaming at me are also jumping 
around inside of him. 


But I can’t, because it just doesn’t make any freakin sense. 


He’s Marston Rivera and there’s nothing he could want 
with me, not when I barge in here like a naive girl and start 
letting my habit of tongue wagging get out of control. 


But I can’t stop myself from squeezing his chest, a breathy 
sigh escaping me as I stare into his eyes, imagining for a 


few aching moments that I’m not that one girl from high 
school. 


I was always the one everybody else didn’t ignore exactly 
because they just didn’t even know existed. I simply drifted 
through the hallways with a paperback clutched in my hand 
and my art supplies in my bag, just praying for the moment 
where I could slink away and lose myself in my craft. 


The jocks, the nerds, the goths, the cool kids and the losers 
and everybody in between probably don’t even remember 
me from high school. 


There was that one guy. 
Jett. 
And he tricked me. 


He twisted my desire and used it against me until I was in 
the worst hell of my life. 


But I’ve never felt like this before. 


As Marston’s eyes gaze at me commandingly, I feel my 
heartbeat thundering in my chest, trying to leap up and 
choke me. 


“Marston,” I whisper. “I’m sorry for interrupting you. I 
really didn’t mean to upset you or anything. I know I’m new 
at this. But...” 


He leans down, bringing his face close to mine. His animal 
scent drifts over me, the bite of his sweat and the taste of 
his mouth filling every part of me, causing my own womb 
laden scent to rise into the air, like we’re two beasts about 
to give into our every sinful desire. 


“Ts that what you think?” he growls. “You think I’m angry 
with you, Mila? You think I hate you?” 


“Y-yes,” I whisper, voice trembling. 
My heart is going racehorse crazy right now. 


“Really?” he persists. “I think you know me better than 
that.” 


We only just met. 


But I can’t bring myself to say the words, because they’re a 
downright lie. 


Maybe we did just meet, okay, fine. But it doesn’t feel like 
that. It feels like all my eighteen years have been leading to 
this moment, to this man, to Marston Rivera and his eyes 
that pin me in place like a promise. 


“T think you’re scared,” he whispers. “I think you know what 
I want from you. But you don’t want to admit it, just in case 
it isn’t true. Fine. Let me show you.” 


Suddenly he grabs my shoulders and spins me around, 
pressing his body flat against my back. He leans down and I 
can feel his manhood through his thin gym shorts, a solid 
spear grinding against my ass cheeks, pressing closer and 
making my sex so wet it feels slick and juicy down there, 
sticking to my panties. 


I let out a moan and he brings his mouth close to my face. I 
turn my head, gazing at him as best I can while we’re in this 
position, this tangle of desire. 


“I’ve been trying to stay strong,” he growls, grinding his 
manhood up and down my ass cheeks. 


My clit gets greedy and tingles, sending spirals of 
anticipation into my belly, my womb singing a freakin 
celebration song that I wasn’t imagining all of this. 


“But I can’t anymore. I can’t watch you strut around here 
with your fine as hell body and—” 


“Fine as hell?” I mutter, shaking my head. “Fat as hell, you 
mean.” 


“What?” he snarls, pressing firmer against me, his body an 
irrepressible force. “Never say that again, Mila. You’re not 
fat. You’re a woman who knows how to eat so that her body 
is ready to receive a child. You don’t buy into this bullshit 
idea that only girls who starve themselves can be beautiful. 
You’re curvy and voluptuous and your plus size beauty is 
the only thing that’s driven me feral in all my forty-two 
years.” 


“Jeez, Marston,” I whisper, my mouth dry, making forming 
sentences difficult. A thrum of belonging moves through me 
at his words. I’ve never had my body painted in such 
flattering shades before. “I just can’t believe this is 
happening.” 


“Why?” He presses closer, his manhood twitching like a 
snake, grinding up and down my ass cheeks. “You’re the 
most beautiful woman I’ve ever laid eyes on. I tried to hold 
myself back because of what happened to you, but I can’t.” 


“You don’t have to,” I moan, spinning in his embrace. He 
leans back slightly, giving me the room to move. “I’m not 
some emotionally scarred wreck. Okay, maybe I’ve got a few 
emotional scars. Who doesn’t? But I’m not damaged goods. 
I promise I’m not.” 


“Hush,” he sighs, bringing his face close to mine, our noses 
touching. I can feel his breath against my lips, wisps of 
warm air that make my skin tingle sweetly. “I don’t even 
want to hear you talk like that. Damaged goods. No matter 
what’s happened to you, you’d never be that. You’re mine, 
Mila. Say it. I need to hear you say it.” 


“Pm yours,” I whisper, my sex fluttering in longing, my 
panties drenched right through so that if you wrung them 
sweet juices would drip and puddle. “Oh, God. I’m yours.” 


He grabs my shoulders and pulls me toward him, bringing 
his lips to mine and pressing them hard, his hands sliding 
down over my back and toward my ass. He palms my flesh, 
grabbing handfuls and pushing my cheeks together. 


Crazy heat fills me from toes to scalp as I lean against him, 
my breasts pushing and squashing against him, my nipples 
electrifying and burning me with the contact. I grind up and 
down in time with him, his pectorals as solid as marble, 
completely unyielding and not giving even a millimeter. 


He leans back, a smirk on his lips, as frantic pants escape 
me. 


“Greedy girl,” he teases, lifting his hand and stroking his 
thumb over my lips, from one corner of my mouth to the 
other. Each movement leaves a sizzling trail. “Suck,” he 
commands. “Suck and moan, Mila. And keep your eyes 
open. I want to see how much you know you belong to me 
as you suck.” 


“You can see that just by looking into my eyes?” I moan. 


He laughs quietly, a growl beneath it. “I’ll always be able to 
read you, Mila. We’re meant for each other. The world will 
say it doesn’t make sense. Other people will wonder if we’ve 
lost our minds. But I know, and you know. Our bodies know.” 


The certainty of his words flood me with a confidence I’ve 
never known before, as though all the years I’ve spent 
feeling unseen have led to this, being truly and crushingly 
seen by Marston. 


I might’ve been nobody in high school, but I’m everything to 
Marston, and the fact that my body sings for him just as 


loudly as his roars for mine is proof of that. 
“Now suck,” he growls. 


I grab his hand and suck on his fingers, tasting the sweat, 
looking up at him like he commanded me to. I hope I’m 
doing it right as I let out stifled moans through the sucking, 
bobbing my head up and down, keeping my eyes wide open. 


But I don’t have to question for long as I feel Marston’s 
manhood brushing against my belly, bulging against it as 
though he’s trying to bypass by womanhood and get right 
to my womb, his seed hungry - freakin starving - to get 
inside of me. 


He pulls his hand away and leans down for another kiss, 
this time grabbing my hips and lifting me off my feet. I let 
out a squeal of delight, biting his lip by accident. 


He just smirks and kisses me harder, carrying me to the 
weight bench and then sitting down so that my legs are 
split over his groin, my skirt riding up and my drenched 
panties grinding up against his manhood. 


I can feel each bulging inch of his massiveness through the 
fabric of his shorts, the tip of him vibrating against me as he 
heaves a growling sigh of pleasure. 


“Fuck,” he whispers, as we buck in time, my nervousness 
replaced with the desire to just let go and sink into the 
sultriness of this moment. 


For a few long seconds it’s like I’m sitting outside of myself 
watching the scene unfold, the beautiful reality of it is just 
so unbelievable. I see Marston sitting on the bench with his 
hulking body pulsing, each muscle pushing against his skin, 
his veins pressing tautly like his blood has been replaced by 
his hungry seed and is writhing through him. 


And then I see me, the curvy shy girl who never dreamed 
this could happen in a million years. 


I want to just throw myself into this experience because I 
know it’s the best thing that’s ever happened to me - to us - 
and I don’t want to ruin it. There’s something magnetic 
about Marston, as though fate or destiny or whatever force 
is out there has looped a rope around us, binding us 
together forever. 


But then my traitor mind spirals out of control and starts 
throwing up all these twisted scenarios, involving Marston 
and the legions of model looking women who must throw 
themselves at him all the freakin time. 


I falter in the kiss and he senses it, leaning back with his 
lips all red from our consuming passion. 


“Mila?” he whispers. “What’s wrong?” 


I stand up, walking to the other side of the room so he 
doesn’t have to look at my frantic expression. 


I haven’t told him the truth about me. 
And when I do, it’s going to change everything. 


He might think he’s going to have a bit of wild fun with an 
easygoing girl, the sort of girl who throws herself full 
throttle into passionate experiences with the most badass 
detective in Miami. 


But he doesn’t know that once we get past the dry humping 
stage, I’m going to be like a fish out of water, flapping all 
over the place with no idea what the heck I’m exactly 
supposed to be doing. 


“Mila,” he growls softly, walking up behind me and placing 
his hands on my shoulders. “You can talk to me, always. I 
can’t pretend to understand what’s happening between us 


any more than you can. This connection doesn’t make any 
sense to me, but it doesn’t have to, because I know you’re 
mine. Right down to my fucking atoms, I know it. So tell me. 
Now.” 


I turn and look up at him, his hair has turned a deep iron 
with his sweat, his eyes staring at me with his intense gaze, 
as though he’s seeing through me. 


“Tt will change everything,” I moan. “You might think you'll 
feel the same, but you won’t, Marston. I’m not what you 
think I am.” 


Shame jabs at me and the desire to flee almost tackles me 
out of the room, but something pins me in place, maybe the 
way Marston looks at me, his eyes wide with supportive 
passion, his lips ready to kiss and whisper consoling words. 


Or is that a dream? 


Maybe he’ll tell me I’m disgusting and push me away from 
him, laughing at me for ever thinking he’d want me. 


“Mila,” he says firmly. “Tell me.” 


“T’m a virgin,” I blurt out, cheeks blooming red. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


M arston 


I stare at her without moving, except for the thrumming of 
fire through my body as I take in the sight of my queen, my 
woman, the lady who’s going to give me as many children 
as we can take and fill our lives with laughter and 
happiness and so much steamy sinful pleasure we might not 
be able to handle it some nights, collapsing exhausted and 
sweaty into each other’s arms. 


I stare at her as the blush spreads across her cheeks and 
over her lips, sore looking from our hungry kissing, her 
dress still hiked up around her hips to reveal her 
mesmerizing thighs. 


Sculpted to perfection, and just for me. 


She self-consciously tugs down her skirt and heads for the 
door. “So I guess this is it, huh?” she laughs awkwardly. “I 
know you Said I was yours, but I get it, Marston, I really do. 
This changes things. I won’t be bothering you again. And I'll 
understand if you don’t want me to be your cleaner 
anymore.” 


“Could you really walk out that door right now and never 
come back?” I growl, moving to block the doorframe. 


She gazes up at me, eyes brimming with emotion. “What 
choice do I have?” 


“Mila,” I whisper, reaching down and taking her hands in 
mine. I move my thumbs over her knuckles, massaging, 
watching as the tension eases all up her arms and through 
her body. “You have no idea how happy you’ve just made 


n 


me. 


“H-happy?” she stutters, squeezing my hands tightly and 
narrowing her eyes like I’ve just sprouted a second head. 
“You’re joking, right?” 


“T am in no way joking, my little artist,” I smirk, leaning 
down and kissing her on the cheek. 


I mean it to be soft, but her scent is too overwhelming, her 
fertility filling the air like a command. I drag my lips across 
her cheeks and capture her lips, breaking off after a firm 
ferocious moment. 


“Knowing that you’re mine, only mine, makes this so much 
more special. I want to claim you, Mila, all of you, and that 
means taking your virginity. Do you want to give it to me?” 


A glorious smile breaks out across her face. “ Yes, of course I 
do,” she whispers. “I know it’s crazy, Marston, but I feel it, 
too. The connection. I feel like we’re meant for each other. 
Oh, God, of course I want to give it to you.” 


“Then follow me,” I growl. 


“Where are we going?” she asks as I lead her toward the 
door. 


“Where do you think?” I laugh savagely. “My bedroom. I 
want to crush my manhood into you and be the first person 


you ever feel in that special place inside of you. But not 
here. Let’s go somewhere I can really explore those 
beautiful curves.” 


She bats her eyelashes at me, sassiness shining through the 
shyness. 


“And this isn’t some trick?” she says, a note of fear 
thrumming through her voice like a spurt of fire melting 
beautiful ice. 


This is when I realize that the fire between us can be both 
beautiful and dangerous, and I surge across the room to 
envelop her deeply in my protective embrace. 


“Please tell me this isn’t some twisted game,” she sighs 
breathily. 


I hug her close, leaning forward and inhaling the just mine 
scent of her hair. Since the closeness, her body has thrown 
up a whole cornucopia of animal scents, as if her womb is 
screaming at me to take her, to thrust my seed deep inside 
of her where it can grow strongly. 


“TIl never trick you,” I growl, looking deep into her gem 
colored eyes, darting here and there as though struggling 
to believe that this is real. I look even deeper, switching on 
my detective’s insight and probing. 


And I see it clearly. 


Anger rushes through me like a stampede of buffalo, 
causing my bones to shake. 


Somebody tricked her. 
Somebody hurt my queen. 


Is it related to the hell she lived through? 


“Never,” I repeat, leaning down and kissing her cheek 
softly, tasting her sweat and a hint of tears. I kiss again, and 
again, wiping away the tears and her heartache. “I’m 
claiming you for the rest of our lives. That means honesty, 
loyalty, always knowing that whatever happens in this 
fucked up life, we have each other.” 


I want to ask her, Are you sure you want to do this? 


But something carnal has awoken in me, like a long 
sleeping beast has finally heaved a earth shaking breath 
and now its standing up in all its primordial savagery. I need 
to take her right now, to smooth my hands down the 
undulating flesh of her curvy paradise, to feel how wet and 
eager she is when I palm her untouched sex. 


“Okay,” she whispers, a smile tugging at the corner of her 
lips. She giggles as she brushes at her face, wiping away 
the remnants of her sorrow. “I’m so freakin happy right 
now, Marston. I don’t want to sound silly but...” 


She trails off, shaking her head. 


“What?” I urge, feeling her heartbeat against my chest, 
pounding like a declaration of desire as she squeezes close 
to me. 


She buries her face in my chest, her lips warm as they 
smear across my rock hard muscles. I reach down and 
touch her just under the chin, moving her gaze up so that 
she’s facing me again. 


“What is it, Mila?” I ask. 


“I feel like there’s something inside of me that’s been 
waiting for you,” she whispers, her cheeks blooming red as 
shyness makes her words quiet and cautious. “I think it 
might be my body wanting your... your...” 


“My seed?” I growl, a note of victory dancing hotly through 
me. 


She blinks. “Woah, you feel it too?” 


“The second you walked up my driveway,” I tell her firmly. “I 
just knew it. My body roared at me to take you right there, 
to grab you and bend you over and thrust between those 
perfect thighs, to feel your juices explode over my cock and 
drench right down to my balls, to pump deeply as the lips of 
your sex widened and tightened around me.” 


“Oh my God,” she whimpers, shivering. “Shall we...” 


But again her shyness takes hold of her, as though invisible 
hands are clutching down on her lips and silencing her. 


That’s what partners are for, though. She might find it 
difficult to finish the sentiment, but I’m here, and as I stare 
into her sent from heaven face, I know that we'll always 
complement each other’s shortcomings. 


We were created for each other. 
“Let’s go to the bedroom,” I growl. 


I take her hand and lead her down the hallway, her eyes 
flitting here and there as she takes in the blankness of my 
décor. I wonder if she’s mentally filling this house with life, 
paintings, furniture, new wallpaper and rugs and the rest of 
it that would make it a home. Something warm whelms in 
my chest, combining with the lust. 


My bedroom is just as spartan as the rest of the house, with 
a king size bed in the center of the room, a bedside table 
with a silver watch, a digital clock, and my cell phone, and 
another bedside table with my badge and gun. 


The closets are hidden behind a retractable wall length 
mirror, which Mila glances at, biting her lip. 


“What is it?” I ask. 


She giggles in a strangled way, as though the laughter is 
forced, and then spins on me so that I can’t help but let my 
eyes dart to her breasts. They seem to pulse, as though her 
life giving milk is already swelling her nipples. My manhood 
floods with firmness even as I see the nervousness dancing 
across her expression. 


“Mila?” 


“The mirror,” she whispers. “I guess it’s a bit ... I don’t 
know ... I don’t want to freak you out.” 


“Freak me out?” I growl. “How the hell would you do that?” 


She looks down, biting her bottom lip. “I mean, maybe 
looking at one of me is enough, you know?” 


I dart forward and grab her shoulders, guiding her to the 
bed with a desire filled shove, but also putting love and 
softness into the movement. I’d never push her, harm her, 
force her or coerce her. She’s my woman, the mother of my 
future children, and she deserves respect, even as my want 
is thrumming through me like lava on the verge of erupting. 


“T wish I could see a million of you, Mila. Never worry about 
that.” 


She tilts her head, some feistiness entering her eyes, 
sparkling. “ You’re so freakin hot right now,” she whispers. 


I smirk. “That’s funny. I was about to say the same thing 
about you.” 


I fall to my knees at the edge of the bed and smooth my 
hands up her thighs, feeling every sultry inch, sensing the 
way her breathing picks up and she makes moaning sounds 
that fly like fluttering hummingbirds into the air. 


She looks down at me, flaming want in her eyes, nodding as 
she bites her lip tighter. 


“Oh, fuck,” I growl, as I push her skirt up all the way to 
reveal the lacy white triangle of her panties. “It’s like you’ve 
gift wrapped it for me. And I can’t wait to open it.” 


I slide closer, feeling how hot and clammy her thighs are. 
Perhaps she thinks that’s off putting, but it’s anything but. 
It’s a sign of how badly she wants me, just as badly as I 
want her, and it just makes her smooth thighs glisten wetly, 
making me think of how wet her sex will be. 


I finally hook my fingers in her panties and pull them down, 
loving the way she wiggles as I do so, urging me to get 
them off her. 


I want to tease her next, to take my time kissing and 
tempting her thighs, but I just can’t. 


Her pussy winks, wet and pink at me, and as I grip her 
thighs and push them apart, I notice a film of wetness 
clinging to her hole. 


She’s soaked. All for me. And I’d have it no other way. 


I bring my face to her sex and slide my tongue inside of her, 
Shallow at first, tasting the tangy womb juices her body 
sends surging to her entrance, as though willing me to spill 
my seed right now, to unleash a whole torrent of sperm into 
her wet virgin pussy. 


But I keep tonguing her, going deeper and deeper, but 
never so deep that I’ll touch her unbroken hymen. No, not 
yet. That’s for my manhood, after I’ve given her a taste of 
orgiastic pleasure with my tongue. 


I glance up and see that she’s squirming and wiggling, her 
whole body twitching from side to side as I tongue faster, 


coming close and brushing my upper lip against her 
enflamed clit. 


“Oh, God,” she yells, clutching onto the bedspread in a talon 
like grip, gasping so loudly it fills the room, fills my head, 
fills my soul. I tongue faster, frantically urging the orgasm 
out of her. “T think I’m—” 


She screams and I feel fresh juices squirting all over my 
tongue, drenching my lips and even sliding like miniature 
waterfalls down my neck. 


I grip onto her thighs tighter and lift her off the bed, my 
manhood almost imploding with withheld desire when I feel 
her bucking in time with my tongue’s thrusts, her orgasm 
lengthening as more and more juice surges over my tongue 
and teeth and lips. 


Her screams rise higher into the air, warbling, and then she 
starts to pant frenetically as she collapses onto the bed, her 
grip releasing as she lets her head fall back. 


“Oh, hell,” she pants, glancing down at me. “So that’s what 
an orgasm feels like.” 


“Wait, you’ve never...” 
“Uh uh,” she says, smiling in a content way. 


“Well, don’t get too comfortable,” I smirk, standing up and 
stroking a hand over my concealed manhood, all eleven 
inches of it twitching like a snake ready to attack. “I’m so 
fucking glad I was the one to give you your first orgasm, 
Mila. But now it’s time to give you your second, and third, 
and—” 


Suddenly, the radio on my bedside table drawer buzzes 
loudly, the one the precinct knows only to contact in 
extreme, life or death circumstances. 
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“Marston, this is Angelo,” it crackles, and I know that if 
Angelo’s dropping proper radio protocol, then this is 
serious. “Diego’s brother has taken a hostage and he says 
he'll only talk to you.” 


“Fuck,” I snap, backing away. 


Because I know that if I stay close to Mila, her scent and the 
way her pussy is sending signals to me will be too much, 
even if I can’t, not now. 


Fuck. 


“I have to go,” I growl, hating my work, hating Miami, 
hating the scumbags who turn this city blood red. 


“Of course,” she says quickly, my composed queen. She sits 
up and pulls her skirt down as though she knows the hold 
what it conceals has over me. “Your city needs you. I 
understand.” 


“But this isn’t over,” I tell her, feeling as though I’m being 
forced away from a feast after years of starvation when I 
step away from my Mila. “I’ll see you as soon as this is over.” 


“Be careful,” she whispers, jumping to her feet and clasping 
my face in her hands. She looks at me with the spark of 
belonging, of this is home contentedness, that I could’ve 
only dreamed of before she came into my life. “I don’t know 
what I’d do if something happened to you.” 


I lean down and kiss her on the forehead, because kissing 
her anywhere else will only awaken the beast within me 
again. 


“Don’t worry,” I tell her gruffly. “I’m not going anywhere 
before I feel how hot and wet that virgin womanhood gets 
for me, Mila, and definitely not before I pump my seed into 
your waiting womb. You’re mine. And Ill never leave you.” 


I turn away before the urge to say more, to do more, 
overpowers me, and I make for the closet and throw it 
open. I need a shirt and pants and fresh underwear, since 
mine are drenched with precome. I don’t have time to 
shower. 


In a way, I’m relieved. 


It means Ill carry her scent with me, where it fucking 
belongs. 


CHAPTER SIX 


The next afternoon, I sit in the living room of my crummy 
apartment with the TV turned off, trying to ignore the stink 
of damp coming from the bathroom or the mustiness the 
couch throws into the air. 


I sit on a stool at my easel, all items I managed to hunt 
down at Goodwill after a month searching. I have some 
leftover paint from a disowned paint-by-numbers kit and a 
few brushes with half the bristles bent. But it doesn’t 
matter, because inspiration won’t strike, my craft won’t 
dance at the ends of my fingertips. 


I sigh and glance at my reflected misery on the TV screen. 


I just finished watching the news, relief flowing coolly 
through me when I learned that Marston and his colleagues 
had successfully apprehended the hostage taker, and that 
nobody was harmed in the process. 


Sleeplessness tugs at every fiber in my body, threatening to 
unspool me, but I can’t let unconsciousness take me until I 
know that Marston is safe, until I’ve felt him with my own 


hands, until I’ve let his heartbeat pound against my ear as I 
lay my face against his chest. Seeing it on the news and 
feeling the certain closeness of him are two very different 
things. 


Selfishly, I wish that the radio hadn’t buzzed, that Marston 
had leaned over me and brought his engorged manhood to 
my sex. 


When he pushed his tongue inside of me, the sensation was 
strange for about half a second, but then blistering 
euphoria infused me, as though his tongue was electrified 
and sending buzzing tendrils of pleasure through me. 


I wanted it to go on, the orgasm flaring fireworks in my 
mind. 


But of course I recognize that Marston is one of this city’s 
most valuable assets, and without him people might’ve died 
last night. 


I stare at the blank canvas, wondering if I’ll ever paint 
again, a deep pit in my belly opening when I think about 
brushing down the paper and making something where 
before there was nothing. 


Like childbirth. 
Except I want to do that, need to do that with Marston. 
Unless he’s tricking me. 


My mind twists unfairly to Jett, to what he did to me, to how 
he took my love of art and warped it to his own putrid goals, 
until the idea of painting is so inextricably linked with the 
hell of that storage container - with the hell of wondering 
what’s going to happen to me, to be done to me - that I turn 
away from it with a quivering sigh. 


I stand up and pace around the apartment, trying to tame 
my eyes to not roam over the carpet with the dirty edges 
and the floorboards peeking through, and my mind not to 
leap back to New York, to the orphanage and especially to 
Jett, the man who played me like I was a freakin video 
game. 


Please, don’t let Marston do the same. 


I leap when somebody knocks on the door. By how loud and 
confident it is, I just know it’s Marston. It’s the knock of a 
man who never has to doubt his place in the world, a 
confident, trustworthy man. 


A man who would never trick me... I hope. 


I open the door to find Marston freshly showered and 
shaved, his body like a carved marble statue in the steel 
colored suit, his salt and pepper hair slicked back and his 
shirt open at the top to reveal a molded slice of unyielding 
muscle. 


“Mila,” he smirks. “May I come in?” 


“Okay, Mr. Manners,” I say, trying for a joke. I can’t help but 
feel frumpy in my sweatpants and baggy Tshirt. I’m not 
even wearing a freakin bra. “If I’d known you were coming, 
I would’ve changed. I bet you’re totally grossed out.” 


He leaps on me and kicks the door closed behind him, 
Sliding his hands up my hips to my breasts, palming them 
through my T-shirt. I gasp as he leans down and finds my 
nipple through the thin fabric of the tee, sucking firmly, 
pulling on my flesh through the shirt. 


I expect him to reel back when he tastes how sweaty it is, 
since anxiety causes me to pour buckets of sweat and I’ve 
been anxious as heck all freakin night. 


But he sucks more, causing my nipple to tingle like it’s 
going to send explosive pleasure around the rest of my 
body. 


“Marston,” I gasp, moving my hands through his hair. “I’m 
so happy you’re safe.” 


He leans up, his lips red with his desire, his devilish smirk 
making me want to offer myself up to him in some 
celebratory ritual. 


He’s safe, I want to sing. He’s safe, safe. 


“It was fucking strange,” he muses, touching my shoulders 
as though to verify that I’m real, I’m here, he has me. “I 
usually have no fear of going into situations like that. If I 
die, I reason, then I die. But last night and all through this 
morning, I was scared. Not for myself. But for us, our 
relationship. I knew that if some scumbag got a lucky bullet 
on me, what we have would never be allowed to flourish 
and grow.” 


A tingle moves through me, my nipple still sizzling from the 
searing contact of his lips. 


“T’ve been so anxious,” I whisper. “Terrified, really.” 


“But you're painting,” he says, when he spots the canvas. A 
smirk tugs at his lips and his penetrative blues glint in 
approval. “Let me take a look at this.” 


“No, wait...” 


But it’s too late. He walks past the should-be-in-a-trash- 
heap couch and glances at the canvas, and then his 
eyebrows knit and he glances at me. “You’re still having 
trouble painting?” he says. 


I nod, moving over to him, wanting to be close to him so 
that I can let the scent of him envelop me, let the feeling 


that we’re going to be together forever infuse every 
wanting part of me. 


“What were you going to paint?” Marston asks, glancing 
doubtfully around the apartment. 


I snort out the dorkiest laugh ever. 


“Nothing in here,’ I say. “Sometimes I paint objects. 
Sometimes I paint just from my mind, kind of surrealist 
stuff. Sometimes I go full abstract. I guess I like to 
experiment. I know TIl have to pick a style one of these 
days, but for now, I like messing around with the paint, 
seeing what speaks to me, if that makes sense. Not that I’m 
this super amazing artist or anything. Speak to me. I don’t 
want to come across as pretentious.” 


I cut off, realizing I’m talking way too fast and way too 
frantically. 


Marston moves close to me, stroking his hand through my 
hair and tucking it behind my ear. My giant man - mine, 
please say he’s really mine - leans down and touches my 
lips with his, softly at first and then hungrily. 


“You don’t have to pretend with me,” he says. “ Never. I love 
it when you get tongue tied and I love how passionate you 
are about your art. But I can see how difficult it must be 
painting here, Mila. There’s not exactly a lot of inspiration. 
So I’m going to move you into my apartment.” 


“Move me?” I joke, jabbing him playfully in the side. “What 
am I, luggage?” 


He smirks, writhing a tickling hand down my side and smirk 
evilly as I recoil in crazy giggles. “If you’re luggage does 
that mean I get to carry you wherever I want?” 


I grab his wrist, and he finally stops the tickle attack. “Only 
if you handle me with care,” I sass, hoping he doesn’t laugh 
in my face. 


But instead his expression becomes darkly intense and he 
brushes his lips against mine, but fleetingly, as though if he 
indulges for a moment longer we won’t be able to stop 
ourselves from ravaging each other. 


I wonder why he hasn’t tackled me into the bedroom 
already, my center hot and hungry after what happened last 
night. But at the same time, I like just being close to him. 


“I mean it,” he says. “I have a penthouse apartment and I 
want you to stay there. Okay?” 


I grab his chest, echoing his seriousness in the tightness of 
my grasp. “Okay, Marston, but only if you’re sure?” 


His eyes twinkle with savage brightness. “I’ve never been 
sure about much in my life, except money, boxing, and 
police work. I’ve left family life and women to other men. 
None of it ever interested me. I thought I’d die before 
meeting the woman of my dreams. But now I’ve met her. 
Met you. And I’m surer about us than I’ve ever been about 
anything, money and boxing and police work combined.” 


He wraps his arms around me and pulls me close to him, his 
manhood pressing against my belly, his chest thrumming 
like a living beast against my chin as I crane my head to 
look up at him. 


“And if I didn’t have to go back to work today, I’d take you 
right now. But, unfortunately, there’s a mountain of 
paperwork to do.” 


“The stuff they never show in the police shows, huh?” 


He chuckles gruffly. “Exactly. But tonight, Mila, I’m taking 
you out and treating you like the queen you are. In the 
meantime, I’ll send a car around to take you to your new 
apartment, and a moving truck for your things.” 


“Don’t bother with the truck,” I whisper, hugging him and 
placing my cheek against his stony chest. “I have everything 
I need with you, Marston. This is all crap, crap from the 
past. And I want to leave it all behind.” 


He leans down and presses his lips softly against the top of 
my head. 


“T feel exactly the same,” he whispers. 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


M arston 


The host leads us to a table in the upper corner of the 
restaurant, a giant padded booth with wine-pink cushions 
and a chandelier hanging just over the glittering balcony 
railing, giving the whole building a diamond like sheen. He 
bows politely and then the waiter, dressed in the same 
fancy pressed uniform, approaches with our menus. The 
young man bows just as the host did and then retreats after 
taking our drinks orders. 


“They’re treating me like a queen,” Mila giggles, shaking 
her head as though she can’t believe it. 


“That’s because you are one,” I tell her, allowing my eyes to 
drink in the delectable sight of her, surely more delicious 
than anything that could appear on the menu. 


Since moving to my penthouse apartment last night, I’ve 
had a whole new wardrobe ordered for her. But I don’t 
know much, or anything really about women’s fashion, so I 
had a whole selection taken there. 


Mila’s gone for a tousled hair look, her wavy brown 
cascading down to her body held firmly in a tight fitting 
purple dress, making her look magical and causing her 
cleavage to press against the fabric, causing my manhood 
to flood and twinge in want. 


The waiter returns with our sodas and places them down, 
and then Mila giggles again. 


“TIl never get tired of hearing that sound,” I tell her, raising 
my soda in a toast. “To us. To the future.” I lower my voice, 
putting heavy carnality into my tone. “And to this evening, 
which promises to be the best evening of my life. And 
yours.” 


Her eyes swim and she clinks her patterned glass against 
mine. “Part of me wants to skip dinner,” she admits, her 
clinging shyness causing her eyes to flitter away from mine. 
She sits back, as though wanting to retreat from what she 
just admitted. “But this place does look amazing. Do you 
think I should’ve brought sunglasses? It’s so freakin bright 
in here.” 


I laugh, and as the deep voiced sound fills the air I realize 
it’s the first time I’ve let myself laugh like that in years. It 
feels carefree to just let go, to exist fully in the moment with 
Mila, the only woman I ever truly could. 


“Everything looks so amazing,” Mila whispers, looking down 
at the menu. She’s painted her fingernails the same shade 
as her dress and it’s impossible to stop lust filled vignettes 
from darting into my mind, showing those fingers wrapped 
around my shaft, pumping as both of us gasp and groan. “I 
guess we'll just get a main, then?” 


“You can,” I growl, eyeing the menu like a famished beast. 
“T plan on getting a starter, a main, a dessert and maybe 
some sides, too.” 


“But I bet the women you normally go on dates with get 
salads,” she says, staring at her menu stubbornly, as though 
not wanting to acknowledge her words. “I bet they sit there 
nibbling on their celery sticks and drinking their fizzy 
water.” 


I sigh as I reach across the table, taking her hand. It 
trembles slightly and the movement sends vicious pathos 
right to my center. 


“Mila, you’re beautiful,” I tell her irrefutably. “Everything 
about you is beautiful. Your curves only add to how 
attractive I find you. I don’t like the skinny look, never have, 
never will. There’s something intoxicating about the way 
your body undulates for me. And don’t forget, J like to eat, 
too. I want to enjoy that aspect of my life with you. I want us 
to share in the pleasure. So, please, will you just accept how 
fucking gorgeous I find you?” 


She blinks and rubs at her face, forestalling tears. 


“There’s no need to swear, Marston,” she says, laughing 
away an incoming sob. “But thank you. That really does 
mean so much to me.” 


We turn back to the menus. “Garlic mushrooms,” I mutter, 
thinking about the logistics. The last thing Mila needs is my 
garlic laced breath putting her off this evening. “Or chicken 
skewers. Goddamn, they look good.” 


She beams. “I was just thinking that. But the question is, 
barbecue or spicy?” 


I wink at her, feeling less weighed down by the woes of this 
sadistic city than I have in years. Ever, really. 


“You’re spicy enough for me, Mila.” 


She drops the menu and throws her hands up, trying to tug 
her smile back down as she mock glares at me. 


“Uh oh,” she says. “I’ve only gone and landed the cheesiest 
man in the whole of Miami. I bet our kids are going to 
inherit your corny sense of humor, aren’t they?” 


I laugh again, feeling like I can finally settle into a moment 
and enjoy it, that I can just be with Mila. 


I’ve never experienced that before. “I think it’s pretty 
messed up that I just want you more the more you tease 
me,” I growl. “But be a good girl or you might not get 
dessert.” 


“Yes, officer,” she laughs. “So are we going with barbecue, 
hmm?” 


We debate food for a while longer, and then I gesture to the 
waiter and we order. While they’re cooking the skewers, 
Mila leans forward and looks into my eyes. The fact that I 
get to see her emerge from the emotional walls around her 
like the petals of a flower finally opening up to the sun feels 
like a privilege. 


And I know she’d only open for me, only feels comfortable 
enough in our closeness. 


Because she’s mine. 

And I’m hers. 

Forever. 

“Marston, what were you like as a kid?” 
“That’s a random question,” I say, smirking. 


“No, I’m curious. They say that children are like little 
versions of their parents in the early years, right? So what 
is Mini Marston going to be like? Let me guess. I bet he’ll be 


a little terror, storming around the place, wrecking 
everything in sight.” 


“Not quite,” I say. “I was a quiet boy, believe it or not. Shy, 
actually.” 


“What?” She stares at me, twin points of red blooming on 
her cheeks. “Are you tricking me or something?” 


Tricking. 


Even though she’s joking, it just reminds me that she’s 
mentioned that before, that somebody in her past hurt her 
and no matter what she does, the beast of betrayal 
constantly rears its head here, in her new life, where it has 
no fucking place. 


I need to ask her about that, find the person who hurt her, 
perhaps have a few choice words with them. 


“I’m serious,” I say, as the chandelier happens to catch a 
wayward shaft of sconce light, casting a glow across Mila’s 
face. “I kept to myself. I was nervous. My father died when I 
was six years old and I suppose that sent me into myself. 
But then, at ten years old, I found boxing. I threw myself 
into it. I was small to start with. But then I sprouted up. By 
age eighteen I was the height I am today and ready to take 
on the world. Boxing formed me, gave me a purpose, 
helped me to understand that I had control of my life.” 


I cut off, sucking in a breath. 
“What?” she probes, sensing my discomfort. 


Of course she can. We’re basically two halves of the same 
person now, fused by something neither of us understands 
but would never fight. 


“Tt’s just, that’s the most I’ve talked about my childhood 
since ... well, since I was a child.” 


“Thank you for sharing,” she says. “Really.” 


We pause as the waiter brings out the skewers on two silver 
platters with lids, placing one in front of me and then the 
other before Mila, and finally removing the lids at the same 
time with a flourish. Steam rises into the air, heavy with the 
scent of barbecue that gets my belly rumbling. 


But nothing could make me as hungry as when I see Mila 
eyeing the food. Her eyes widen and a lioness’s instinct 
enters her expression, as though she knows she has to 
consume the protein heavy food so that she’s sturdy enough 
to carry our many, many children into the world. 


“What about you?” I ask, as I reach down for the metal 
spike spearing the nearest skewer. It has a special handle 
that traps the heat, so we don’t burn our hands. 


“What was I like as a child?” she mutters, picking up her 
skewer. “Well ... I don’t know, really. I guess I was 
introverted. Both my parents died when I was—” 


She laughs, shaking her head, but the laughter comes out 
throttled and wavy. 


“You don’t want to hear about this.” 


“I do,” I tell her. “Of course I do. You’re going to bear my 
children, Mila. We’re Mila and Marston now, forever, so I 
want to know you, all of you.” 


She gazes at me for a long moment, and then lowers her 
voice to a whisper. 


“They died when I was five years old. It was a freak car 
accident. And then I went into care. I had foster homes, but 
I was always so quiet. I couldn’t give the families what they 
wanted. A happy, bright child. And then I found painting, 
and I didn’t care about anything else. I lived for it. I spent 


all my time thinking about it and I went to art classes after 
school and stayed as long as they’d let me.” 


“T feel bad,” I say. “I still haven’t seen any of your art. Did 
you ever keep any of it?” 


“T gave it all away,” she says. 
“To who?” 


She shakes her head, telling me she doesn’t want to talk 
about it, but an instinct in me thrums. 


Does giving her art away have something to do with how 
she was tricked? 


“Did you take any photos?” I ask. 


She nods, a small gesture, as though she thinks I won’t 
notice the admission. “I saved them to the cloud, so I didn’t 
lose them when I lost my phone. I can sign in any time and 
look at them. But I’ve sort of been too scared to, really.” 


“Why?” I ask, desperate to know her, to understand her 
better than I know myself, even. 


That’s what being together forever means. 


Her body, her personality, her soul, her triumphs and her 
tragedies, they’re all mine. Always. 


“Because what if they’re terrible and I’ve wasted so much 
time?” she whispers. “Or what if they’re good and it just 
drives home how bad it is that I can’t paint anymore? It’s 
lose-lose.” 


“T want to see,” I tell her. “I won’t, without your permission. 
But I really want to.” 


“Why?” she says, clenching the fist that isn’t wrapped 
around the skewer. 


“Because it’s part of you, and I want all of you,” I say. 


She reaches into her new handbag, sleek black with a silver 
designer logo with a short silver tassel attached. She takes 
out the new smartphone I had delivered to the apartment 
for her, and then types and swipes for about half a minute. 


“Here,” she says, handing it to me. 


I take the phone, our hands brushing so that electric 
tension buzzes between us, and then gaze down at the art. 


It’s a landscape painting of Manhattan by moonlight, the 
blue of the moon sliding down the rain glistening 
skyscrapers like melting candle wax, a few windows shining 
yellow. 


“Wow,” I say. “This is incredible, Mila.” I swipe to the next 
painting, a puppy chasing a ball through a field of 
sunflowers. The skill is undeniable. “If you gave me these 
and told me a professional had painted them, I’d believe 
you. Seriously, these are amazing. You have some serious 
talent.” 


“Stop,” she says, shaking her head. 


“T mean it,” I say, dropping my skewer and reaching across 
the table to take her hand. “This is really—” 


“I said stop,” she yells, causing heads to snap to us, 
dropping her skewer so that metal clatters loudly against 
metal. 


She flinches, as though surprised by her own outburst, and 
then jumps to her feet and turns for the exit. 


“Mila?” I growl. “What is it? What’s wrong?” 
But she doesn’t answer. 


She doesn’t look back. 


She chokes back a sob and heads for the staircase that 
leads to the exit, leaving me to gawp after her as confusion 
spirals through me. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


I walk down Miami beach, my heels in my hand and the 
sand between my toes. Marston walks beside me, but he 
doesn’t try to get me to talk, just places his hand on my 
shoulder with the quiet patience of a man who is one day 
going to make the best father imaginable. 


The high tide licks at the sand, making soft lapping noises, 
and I try to hold onto it and let it calm me. 


My frantic heartbeat is more like the wind, though, which 
blows hotly past us and whips up sand before settling and 
disappearing, only to riot again moments later. 


I walked out of the restaurant onto the street, but of course 
Marston was right behind me. 


“Mila, wait,” he growled, jogging after me. 


I’ll never stop being impressed by how agile he moves for a 
man of such intimidating, giant like size. 


I turned to him with tears streaking down my face, ruining 
the makeup I had so painstakingly applied at my new, shiny 


vanity unity before Marston’s driver came to pick me up for 
dinner. The moonlight caught his hair and made it an even 
deeper silver shade. 


“Oh, Mila,” he whispered, brushing my tears away with a 
surprisingly soft touch. 


“Tm fine,” I lied. “Can we just walk?” 


He frowned, but then his penetrating eyes went deep within 
me and he knew that I couldn’t talk, not yet. I would in my 
own time. All of that passed between us in the space it takes 
to suck in an anxious breath, and then he nodded. 


“The beach is nearby,” he said. “We can walk there, if you 
like.” 


Now, I walk to a beach hut, isolated and abandoned for the 
night. The lights of Miami shine behind us and what seems 
like a million stars shine reflected in the sea. Marston lets 
out a growling sigh and turns to me, his face receptive, 
ready to accept whatever I have to say. 


“Tm sorry,” I whisper, my voice sounding odd after so much 
silence. My throat itches with sobs. “I didn’t mean to ruin 
dinner.” 


Marston grabs me by the shoulders and pulls me close to 
him, stroking his hand through my hair, sending reassuring 
tingles down the back of my neck and over my spine. 


“You never have to apologize to me,” he says. “And I don’t 
give a damn that we cut dinner short. I only care about you, 
Mila. So tell me what’s wrong.” 


“T haven’t talked about it with anyone,” I mutter into the 
rock hard security of his chest, his cologne and his just 
Marston scent filling my nostrils. 


“But you’re not just anyone,” we say, at exactly the same 
time. 


I lean back in his embrace and smile through my tears, his 
lips twisting into a smirk and his blue eyes twinkling in the 
semi-light. 


“Okay, that was weird,” I giggle. “Are you reading my 
freakin mind or something?” 


“We’re just so connected,” he snarls, smoothing down to my 
shoulders, holding me tight, as though nothing in this 
twisted world can harm me anymore. “Why did you leave 
the restaurant, Mila?” 


“You were talking about my art,” I murmur. “Complimenting 
it, and, well ... That’s what he did. That’s how he tricked 


n 


me. 
“Who?” he asks. 


“Jett,” I say, spitting his name like it’s poison. “He was this 
douche in high school, captain of the football team, but 
everybody treated him like he was a god. Apparently, his 
uncle was in the Mafia in New York or something. Anyway, I 
was naïve as heck and he started telling me my art was 
amazing, he could find me a gallery, all this crap that I just 
ate up like a complete idiot.” 


“Hush,” he murmurs, pulling me close. “This is his fault. Not 
yours.” 


“I felt invisible in high school,” I go on. “And he made me 
feel seen. For my art. I was so freakin happy. I was going to 
be an artist. But then when I got to the so called gallery, he 
took all my art and threw it on the ground, and then tackled 
me and shoved something over my mouth, knocking me out. 
I woke up in the storage container.” 


“Jett,” Marston says, his voice turning dead-quiet. 


But I can sense the rage seething beneath the surface, as 
though if Jett were here he would crush his throat in a vise 
like grip and watch as he slid limply to the ground. 


“What’s his surname, Mila?” 
“Um, Costa, I think.” 


“Jett Costa,” Marston mutters, his voice trembling. “It could 
be his name. Or it could be what he just went by in high 
school, so that nobody could look him up later. I’m going to 
call my partner and have him start looking into this bastard 
right away. What did he look like?” 


“Um, tall. Not as tall as you. Maybe six feet. He was tan and 
had slicked back black hair. He had mean sort of eyes. 
Green, I think.” 


“Give me a second.” 


He takes out his cellphone and turns away, calling 
somebody named Angelo and talking in quick bursts to him. 
I can hear the lava like fury beneath each word, and 
suddenly the idea that Marston is tricking me, that he’s 
even from the same universe as Jett crashes down with the 
ridiculousness it has always held. 


Marston is my hero, my man, my savior, my alpha. 


He’s a protector of the innocent and he’d never do what Jett 
did. 

Marston turns back to me, his lips turned downward in a 
grimace, his eyes blazing like azure flame. 


“I want to kill that fucking worm,” he snarls. “I want to hunt 
him down and make it last a long time. What he did to you is 


unforgivable. To take your art, your passion, your craft, and 
abuse it like that...” 


He clenches his fists, heaving giant sighs. 


His forearms bulge and then crack his watch band snaps 
under the pressure of his immense muscles. The silver falls 
mutely onto the sand, and we both stare at it for a moment, 
reflecting the starlight. 


“TIl always protect you from men like him,” Marston says, 
his voice gruff, barely holding back his indomitable rage. 
“TIl never let anybody hurt you or our family. I swear it, 
Mila, and I’m just glad that little rat isn’t here right now or 
I’d break the vows I made when I joined the police.” 


Tears prick my eyes as I move closer to him, wrapping my 
arms around his waist and hugging him tightly. He envelops 
me in his arms and squeezes firmly. For a second it’s like 
our bodies are sinking into each other, melting in our 
passion. 


“Marston,” I whisper, mustering some bravery from deep 
inside. “I don’t want this to ruin tonight. I want to be with 
you, like we planned.” 


“Are you sure?” he growls, his voice laden with a thousand 
unspoken desires. “Because I’m not some noble fucking 
gentleman, Mila. If you give me permission to ravage your 
perfect body tonight, I’m not turning you down.” 


“I’m sure,” I whisper, a surge moving through me at the 
words. 


He leans down and presses his lips against mine, opening 
his mouth so that our tongues can find each other, warmth 
surging in each movement, our teeth clicking together in 
the explosion of yearning. 


“Let’s go,” he rasps. “I want to show you the hotel I booked. 
The best in town. The only one fitting for my queen.” 


The hotel suite is something out of a dream, with its four 
poster bed and its huge floor to ceiling windows, looking 
down on Miami as though we’re only one step from heaven. 
There’s a wide oak bar in one corner, the glass bottles of 
the various drinks glistening in a kaleidoscope of color. 
Looking closer, I see that Marston really has thought of 
everything, since they’re all the non-alcoholic equivalents. 
The sheets are deep crimson silk and curtains hang from 
the top of the bed like blooming love hearts, beckoning us. 


Beside me, I can feel Marston’s lust rising into the air, his 
breathing getting heavier each moment, deep and growly 
as he places his hand on the small of my back. 


“I don’t know how I managed to control myself in the 
elevator,” he growls, his voice hungry, sliding his hand 
around to my hip, causing a trail of tantalizing sensations to 
follow each movement. “All I could think about was tearing 
that dress off and fisting your panties, snapping them loose 
and feeling how wet you are for me. Your virginity is a gift 
and I can’t wait to taste it. I’m so fucking glad you waited 
for me.” 


“Me too,” I gasp, turning to him. 


He keeps his hand still, so that the natural movement 
guides it to my ass. He squeezes as he stares firmly into my 
eyes, and I feel so freakin special under his attentive gaze, 
as though I’m the only woman alive. 


“T know it’s silly, but I really do feel like you’re the one I’ve 
been waiting for, even if we didn’t meet until oh-so-freakin- 


recently. Is that just the craziest thing ever?” 


“Maybe it’s crazy,” he sighs breathily, pressing our bodies 
together, fusing them so that I can feel his heartbeat 
against my face and his manhood pushing urgently against 
my belly. “But I don’t give a damn. Because it’s also right. I 
want to protect you. To be with you. To plant my seed inside 
of you and watch it grow into the best family I ever could’ve 
asked for.” 


“T want that too,” I whisper. “More than anything.” 


He lets go of me and my heart drops in my chest for a 
moment, but then I see that he’s only going to close the 
curtains, pulling the heavy material across and then flipping 
the light switch. The mood lighting glows into the room, a 
soft presence that makes Marston’s intense expression all 
the more hunter like. 


“Get on the bed,” he commands. 


I’m more than happy to do as he says, feeling his eyes on 
me as I dance over to the bed and sit down. I even manage 
to thrust aside my shyness and fold my legs in what I hope 
is a seductive way. Before Marston, I never would have 
dreamed of doing something like that, but he’s filled me 
with a confidence about my body that I want to cherish and 
clutch onto. 


“You’re so fucking mesmerizing,” he breathes, walking 
across the bedroom, his gaze fixated on me as though not 
even a meteor could budge it. “I can see how badly your 
womb wants me to take you. It’s making your cheeks red 
with desire and your legs twitch.” 


He leans down and slowly glides his hand up my thigh, 
causing the skin to prickle with goosebumps and the hairs 
on the back of my neck to stand up, tingling. He keeps his 


eyes on me as he inches higher, to my panties, and then 
rubs his middle finger up and down my lips, grinding the 
fabric. 


I bite down as pleasure whelms and jostles inside of me, a 
rising thermometer that’s already close to shattering into 
shards of boiling euphoria. 


He pushes my panties aside and strokes over my clit, and 
then down, down, to my hole. He skirts around it, teasing 
me, pushing his fingertip in and then lifting his hand to his 
mouth. 


“You’re so wet and eager for me already,” he breathes. 
“Your womb is soaking you, just like my seed is making me 
rock hard. My seed and your womb are playing games with 
us.” He smirks. “And I could play them all night long.” 


I wiggle on the bed, my desire a furious compulsion I can’t 
ignore. 


He smirks again, knowingly this time, as though my very 
soul is laid bare for him and he likes what he sees. 


“I’m a cruel man, aren’t I?” he says. “I shouldn’t be teasing 
you like this.” 


Suddenly he jumps atop me like the savage beast he is, 
crushing me into the bed. I wrap my arms around him and 
pull him even closer to me, loving his presence, a solid 
shield of muscle pushing away the problems of the world, 
promising safety and happiness for the rest of our lives. 


My sex gushes and floods and I just know I’m meant for this 
man, that maybe the world will call us crazy but it doesn’t 
matter. 


Because we have each other. 


Always. 


My lust drowns out the noise of my shyness and I slide my 
hand down between us, palming his manhood, gripping at 
the zipper as his lips find mine. I open my mouth and our 
tongues grind roughly together, greedily taking every atom 
of pleasure we can find. 


I manage to free his belt, and then his button and his 
zipper, the urgency of this moment making me suddenly 
dexterous. 


He leans up and grips his pants and underwear, growling as 
he pulls them down. His savage power causes his 
underwear to tear with a loud crrrk noise, the fabric 
twisting under his bulging forearm, just the same way his 
watch shattered back on the beach. 


I think about the watch and stare at his forearm, the 
muscles pushing outwards, through his shirt sleeve. 


He’s so strong. He could crush me in a second. But he’d 
never hurt me. He would hurt anyone who tried to trick me 
ever again. 


I stare down at his manhood, my mouth falling open as my 
eyes drink in the unbelievable girth of it. It’s a solid spear of 
at least eleven inches, thick blue veins pulsating as though 
his seed can’t wait to be inside of me. A tempting dollop of 
precome sticks to the head, winking at me in the 
atmospheric lighting. 


“I don’t know if Ill be able to take that,” I gasp. 
“Do you want to?” he asks gruffly, his eyes locked on mine. 


There’s no pressure, not with us, because we’re forever. I 
know he’d wait if I asked him too. But there’s no part of me 
that calls out to wait. 


I grab the base of his manhood and slide my hand up to the 
engorged head, savoring the way his moans get grizzly and 
bear-like, an animal who’s waited his whole life for me. I 
stroke faster, sliding the precome right down to his balls, 
making him as wet as I am. 


My pussy is gushing now, as though my womb is crying 
tears of joy that this moment has finally come, sending 
sultry wetness right to my hole so that I can feel the 
pressure down there. It aches, longing for him to pry me 
apart. 


He reaches down and touches my wrist, his eyes flooding 
with a crazed look. 


“Save it for your virgin pussy,” he growls. “I’m the luckiest 
man alive. I get to taste your sweet untouched body, a gift 
all for me. I can’t wait to plunge inside you and feel how 
tight and hot and wet you are just for me. Because I know 
it’s a Sign your body wants to give me a child.” 


“T hope it’s twins,” I cry, sucked in by the closeness of the 
moment. 


His expression falters and for a moment the idea that I’ve 
gone too far smacks into me like a wakeup call. 


But then his smirk widens, and his eyes become even more 
hungry. 

“Let’s not waste any more time, then,” he growls. 

He reaches down to my panties and tears them away, and 


guides his bulbous head to my waiting pussy, prying my lips 
apart and forging a path deep inside of me. 


I let out a quivering breath as I part my legs and take him 
deep, deeper, hardly able to believe that there’s more of 
him as he drives right up inside of me. For long seconds 


there’s this stinging note of pleasure, as though he’s biting 
me from the inside. 


It hurts, a little, stabbing. 
But then the hurt disappears entirely. 
It has to. 


Because my body knows how badly I want this man, need 
this man, just as badly as he wants and needs me. 


I open my eyes, I didn’t even realize I’d closed them, to find 
his eyes wide with the same message that just flitted 
through my mind. 


Of course this is perfect. 


My pussy lips envelop him tightly, but every inch is full of 
sizzling just right pleasure. He keeps his eyes fixated on me 
as he slides out, biting down as his temples pulsate and his 
jaws hammer against his skin, his pleasure as evident as 
mine. 


He growls deeply and I let out singing moans as we sink 
into our rhythm, his hips pounding up and down as we 
move faster, the bed whining beneath us as though 
serenading what we have. 


“I always knew you'd feel fucking delicious,” he breathes, 
struggling to get the words out between his gasping 
gulping breaths of want. “But this is fucking unbelievable. 
You feel too... too...” 


He smirks, and I read him. How is it so freakin easy to read 
him? 


He’s stopped talking because he doesn’t want to finish right 
away. He wants to make this last longer, to let us both sink 
into the sweet release of it. 


He slows the pace and I reach up, sliding my hand through 
his iron hair and feeling the sweat. I drag my hands along 
his scalp and down his neck, corded with tense muscle as 
we pump together. 


An oven opens up inside my pussy and sends waves of heat 
throughout me, like the cascading shimmers on the horizon 
of a desert. I feel them spread up into my breasts and right 
to my fingertips, claiming me. 


I grab onto his face and lean up, kissing him as the room 
fills with our wet, flesh on flesh noises. He hammers into me 
and now the bed is screaming, jostling back and forth like it 
could break at any second. It can’t contain our frantic, 
greedy pleasure. 


“Jeez,” I gasp, breaking off the kiss. “I can feel—feel—” 


“T know,” he growls. “You’re close. I can feel you. I can feel 
your womb. It’s like a fist, Mila. It’s squeezing my cock. It’s 
telling my cock to give you everything I have. I don’t know if 
I can take—” 


He leans down and bites my neck, softly. Stifled groans 
make my skin fire hot. My pussy flutters and the tingling all 
throughout my body becomes more intense. 


His cock pommels into me now, a beautiful contact each 
time he presses his balls right up against me. 


He fills me. 


I feel like he could sink into me, like we could become one 
person, as he thrusts quicker and harder and with more 
ownership. I angle my hips, owning the pleasure too, 
grinding down on his thick, hot length as my pussy begins 
to tighten and quiver and scream. 


“Oh, god,” I cry, when in a sudden punch of ecstasy all of 
the pressure releases. 


Like a shotgun filled with heavenly bullets it pounds into 
me. I throw my head back and let out another primal 
scream, so loud I’m surprised the glass in the window 
doesn’t shatter. 


My eyes fill with tears of pleasure and the world becomes 
wavy. But even so I manage to see Marston gazing down at 
me, his lips contorted in wonder as he pumps and pumps. 


“My seed,” he growls. 
“My womb,” I moan. 


“Its ready, it’s ready,” we yell in unison, our thoughts and 
our bodies becoming one. 


He collapses atop me and I let my hands move down his 
broad back, clinging onto the plane of his muscles. 


They stretch across his body like solid tarpaulin, as though 
every part of him is straining to experience the orgiastic 
crescendo we’re sharing. 


“I feel you,” I gasp. “Give it to me, baby. Give me 
everything.” 


“My seed is so fucking hungry for your womb,” he gasps in 
my ear as his orgasm sends another jolt of release through 
me. 


He growls as the rest of his seed surges inside of me. I feel 
it writhing up his length and shooting into my body, a 
million parts of him swimming hotly into my womb. My 
womb sends a final sizzling contact of pleasure through me 
as a reward for taking his offering, causing my hands to 
tighten against his broad back, piercing the fabric of his 
shirt and digging into his firm skin. 


“You’re pregnant,” Marston breathes, leaning up, his face 
and lips red from our lovemaking. “I can feel it.” 


“Me too,” I gasp. “I can’t believe how in tune we are.” 


He rolls aside and then glances down at the blooming petal 
of carmine on the sheets, a shade lighter than the crimson 
of the silk. He smirks and raises an eyebrow at me. I can’t 
help but smiling back, light filling every part of me. 


“Its official now,” he says, sighing so that his muscular 
chest heaves contentedly. “I always knew I’d lose my 
virginity to the woman I was going to spend the rest of my 
life with, and when I found out you were a virgin, too - you, 
Mila, the woman I had to have - it was just perfect.” 


“Wait ... what?” I lean up on one elbow, struggling to 
untangle his words as my heart drums with the aftershocks 
of what we just did. “You were a virgin? Like me?” 


CHAPTER NINE 


M arston 


I glance at the alluring circle of light red on the sheets, and 
then down at my manhood, coated in the same shade. I 
can’t help but let the corners of my lips tug upwards as my 
eyes devour the scene. 


Mila looks like an angel sent straight from heaven with her 
hair tousled around her shoulders and the lowlight making 
her sweat and sex touched cheeks glow. 


After what she told me, my need to find and dismantle Jett 
piece by piece was almost overpowering. But there is one 
thing that will always capture the reins of my want that 
much more. 


Mila. 
My queen. 
And now she knows the truth. 


“Marston?” she says, as I stand up and pull on my pants. 


“My only regret is that we didn’t both get completely naked 
just now,” I tell her, turning with a cocky smirk. “But I just 
wanted you so badly. I couldn’t help myself.” 


“Marston,” she says, pouting at me even as her eyes twinkle 
under the compliment. “Are you seriously going to drop a 
bombshell like that and then try and change the subject?” 


I sigh, feeling a minor note of discomfort move through me. 


“I didn’t mean to tell you,” I mutter. “Not yet, anyway. Not 
tonight. I’d never keep it from you for long. We’re going to 
be together forever. We need to be open with each other. 
But I was going to wait until tomorrow morning to tell you. I 
didn’t want to ruin tonight. But it just came out.” I laugh 
lowly. “Keeping up my usual barriers with you, Mila, is just 
downright impossible.” 


She rises up, her dress falling down to her thighs again. 
Already I feel my manhood becoming rigid at the sight of 
those thighs, glistening as her creamy juices slides down 
her skin. After shades of our pleasure touch every part of 
her, making her blush stricken and so tempting I almost 
gobble her up a second time. 


She walks across to me and places both hands on my 
shoulders, having to reach up quite far as she clutches 
tightly. I spot the lust thrumming through her. 


She gives me the sassiest eye roll imaginable. 


“Uh uh, officer,” she says. “We’re not doing that again until 
you answer the question.” 


I loop my arm around her waist and pull her close. I press 
my already rock solid cock against her and lean down, 
letting my warm breath wash over her. 


“Are you really saying you could resist what we have if I 
pounced on you again? If I ravished you like a wild animal 
again?” 


She swallows, her throat shifting. Over her shoulder I look 
at the blood of her virginity. That just drives an even deeper 
urge to claim her a second time into my bones. A primordial 
signal fires into my soul. 


Take her. 
Claim her. 
Make her yours. 


It’s as though we’re fifty thousand years in the past and the 
cold wind is howling outside our cave mouth, and the only 
thing I need is my woman’s body and the promise of her 
bountiful fertility. 


“Maybe not,” she admits, a quiver in her voice. “But I’m 
asking you, oh so politely, to tell me what the freakin hell 
you’re talking about. Are you seriously telling me that you, 
Marston Rivera, the hottest man in the hottest city in 
America is a virgin?” 


“Was,” I correct, with a deep throated chuckle. 


I let her go, because otherwise Ill have to give into my tight 
stony balls and empty myself in her a second time right this 
second. 


I turn and wander over to the bar. 
“Drink?” I ask. 
She nods. “Sure, what a gentleman.” 


She hops onto the white leather stool and then flinches. It 
takes me a second to realize why. Her blood. She’s worried 
she’s going to stain it. 


“Don’t ever be ashamed of yourself around me.” I reach 
across and place my hand atop hers, stilling the nascent 
trembling. “It’s a sign of how perfect tonight has been, how 
fucking right it is that you gave yourself to me.” 


She smiles through her anxiety, a glow filling her. 


“And you gave yourself to me...” She deftly nudges us to the 
matter at hand. 


“You’d make a good detective,” I mutter, with a mock 
grimace. “I should get you in the interrogation room one of 
these days.” 


I pour us two sodas and then lean against the bar, both of 
us unable to keep our eyes from each other. 


“T was a virgin,” I say. “Just like you.” 
“Why didn’t you tell me?” she asks, after a sip of soda. 


“Because it’s different for men and women. I’m a forty-two 
year old man, Mila, and I didn’t know if you’d be, I don’t 
know... Freaked out, I suppose.” 


“Are you crazy?” she giggles. “It just makes it more special 
for me, too, silly. But I still can’t believe it. You must have 
had so many women throw themselves at you over the 
years.” 


I wince, as a whole catalogue of memories flits through my 
mind, the shameless women who’d presented themselves 
on platters to me. It started in my teens and has kept on to 
this very day, women with no meat on their bones and gaunt 
cheeks, wearing too much makeup and eyeing me as 
though I’d climb into bed for a quick panting meaningless 
screw. 


They never guessed that I only wanted to be with the 
mother of my children, that when a man knows, a real man, 


he knows. 


“I won't lie,” I tell her. “I’ve had my fair share of 
opportunities. But I’ve never been tempted. Not once.” 


I was wrong before. Now she gives me the mother of all eye 
rolls. 


“Do you really expect me to believe that?” she mutters, 
moving her finger around the edge of her glass as though 
it’s easier to concentrate on that than what she’s saying. “I 
mean, you must have had seriously attractive women 
throwing themselves at your feet. You’re like a greek god, 
Marston. You’re freakin sex on wheels. You’re—” 


“Yours,” I growl, taking both of her hands and squeezing 
them possessively. “I was never attracted to them for one 
simple reason, Mila. They weren’t you. But when you 
walked up to my door that day, with your mind bending 
curves and those child bearing hips, and when I looked into 
your eyes and saw what an incredible mother you’re going 
to make, I was so fucking horny I thought I’d die.” 


She giggles, a glorious smile breaking across her face. 
“Really?” 


“Really,” I say. “And speaking of horny...” 


I walk around the bar and move toward her, my manhood 
flaming in my pants, grazing against the stiff material of my 
pants, my ruined underwear lying in tatters on the floor 
evidence of my need to be inside of her. 


“But we’ve already made our twins,” she sasses, spinning 
on the stool to face me. 


“T know,” I snarl. “This is just for us.” 


I loop my arms around her and lift her off her feet, and then 
spin her around and place her down. 


“You want me like this?” she moans, bending over, the dress 
hiking up her hips and her gorgeous round ass facing me, 
both curvy cheeks beckoning and begging to be touched. 
“Bent over for you, Marston? Yeah?” 


I growl out a moan. “I love how confident you’re getting.” 


“You bring it out in me,” she sighs, looking at me over her 
shoulder with her eyes flaming lustful green. 


“One of these days, I’m getting you completely naked,” I 
growl, tearing open my zipper so that my cock explodes 
from my pants. I inch forward, bringing the head to her 
wet, pink, glistening pussy. “But you just make me so wild.” 


She grips the edge of the bar and inches back as I drive 
inside of her, feeling like this is the only place my cock could 
ever go. Into her waiting pussy, her willing womb, the walls 
tingling around the head and then sliding around my shaft 
right to the base. 


I slide my fleshy poleaxe out and then push it in again, 
faster, as she squeezes the bar and shifts back with my 
movements. 


Her thighs are so gorgeously thick, and as I squeeze onto 
them and watch the flesh shift and undulate, I just know 
that I’m the luckiest man alive. 


“Your body is perfect,” I moan, voice already raspy with the 
desire to explode inside of her. 


“Get out,” she giggle moans. 


“Really?” I growl, slowly withdrawing my cock from her, 
savoring every inch of lava burning inch. “You want me out, 
do you?” 


“No,” she gasps, as I stroke my tip in and out of her, causing 
a fresh eruption of wetness to gush from her. “Don’t be 


mean. But you’re saying silly things, too.” 


“What? Your body is perfect. A temple to worship, just for 
me. But enough talking.” 


She lets out a needy gasp as I plunge into her again, 
Savoring every quiver her pussy gifts me. I pound my 
massive cock into her savagely, claiming her with each 
sultry thrust. 


She pushes her ass back, my ripe balls swinging and 
colliding with her clit, hitting them like a button of pleasure. 


“Oh, fuck,” she cries, surprise weighty in her voice, as 
though she can’t believe how quickly her orgasm is 
stampeding into her core. “Right there, Marston. Right. 
There ...” 


I accommodate my queen, grabbing her shoulders and 
arching my powerful back, aiming every honed muscle in 
me toward the spot that brings her the most pulsating 
pleasure. 


She gyrates and her whole body quivers as thick white 
cream slides down my cock, her squirting orgasm sliding 
down to my balls. 


I reach down and grab a big handful of it, sliding it over her 
ass cheeks, making them glisten and shine as her pussy 
tightens around my cock. 


My tip starts to tingle like fucking crazy and then my whole 
shaft is on fire, her pussy gripping me like a hot wet fist as I 
pump, pump, and pump. 


“Fuck,” I snarl, fisting her hair, tugging lovingly, firmly. 


She tilts her head back, bucking harder, her ass wet with 
her own gushing pleasure just driving me even crazier. 


“Tm coming, Mila. I’m spilling my seed into your horny little 
pussy.” 


“Yes, yes, yes,” she cries. 


I collapse atop her, panting, biting her neck and then 
bringing my lips to her cheeks. 


I kiss away her sweat and let out a shaking breath as my 
manhood begins to wilt inside of her. 


“What do you think?” I smirk. “Triplets?” 


She turns, glaring at me with an intoxicating glint in her 
eyes. “Yeah, officer, because that’s how it works.” 


Her lips crack into a smile and then she begins to giggle, 
and there’s nothing in this world that would stop me from 
laughing like a madman right along with her. 


CHAPTER TEN 


I sit on the deck of Marston’s boat ‘Justice’ as the waves lap 
around the hull, jostling us nicely. 


Marston is below deck, sorting something boat related, but 
I’m allowed to just relax in the baking midday sun with a 
giant floppy hat on my head and a paintbrush in my hand. 


When Marston set up the easel and the canvas on the deck 
and then waved me over, his airy white shirt open to reveal 
his chiseled sweat touched muscles, it would’ve taken a 
much stronger woman than me to resist. 


Not that I’d ever want to resist my man, the father of my 
future children. 


Ever since the hotel, two days ago, we’ve been like starving 
animals who’ve finally found something to eat. 


We devour each other every chance we get, but not just our 
bodies. 


Our hearts, we’ve given them to each other, and all I want 
to do is tell him I love him. 


But am I really going to make the first move where the 
always intimidating L word is concerned? 


I shake my head, pushing those thoughts from my mind as I 
let my brush make another stroke across the canvas. We’re 
facing the ocean and I’m just letting my hands do their 
work, an impressionistic take on the sea, a few fellow boats 
dotted here and there, a cruise liner passing in the 
distance. 


The peace that fills me is like something out of a fairytale, 
so sweet and long awaited that the idea that I'll jolt awake 
in the damp room in New York sometimes sides snake like 
into my mind. 


But this isn’t a dream, even if my man is dreamier than a 
romcom star. 


This is my life. 


And Marston is starting to make me realize that I’m not just 
some invisible girl who doesn’t deserve happiness. 


Maybe it’s time I started listening to him. 


I let out a sigh as relief brushes through me, much as my 
brush strokes down the canvas as I add another shade to 
the ocean scene. It’s a simple painting, but sometimes the 
most beauty comes from simplicity, I think, and that’s what I 
like to put into my art. 


A thought like that would normally make me criticize 
myself. 


Stop being so pretentious, you stupid orphan. 
But not anymore. 


Marston has helped me see that confidence is not 
arrogance, and that’s just one of the things that I’m so 


freakin grateful to him for. 


I can’t help but let a cheesy grin captivate my face as I 
paint, because it’s been so long since I was able to sink 
safely into my craft. A month. Fine, but that’s a lifetime 
when something is so important to you it feels like a part of 
your soul. 


I’m so lost in the minutia of the process, the subtleties of 
each brushstroke, that I don’t even hear Marston stalk up 
behind me, like a big cat on the Savannah. His quiet 
movements have been honed through years and years of 
work with the police, a modern day hunter cloaked in 
primality and dripping in a possessor’s dominant aura. 


And he’s mine. 


A thrill captivates me when he places his hands on my 
shoulders. 


“You have to let me keep this painting,” he whispers, his 
breath caressing me. “But you have to sign it when you’re 
done. I’ll remember this perfect moment for the rest of our 
life. I’ll show our children just how talented their mother 
is.” 


I glow, inside and out. 
“Hmm,” I say. “Tl think about it.” 


He laughs and wraps his arms around me, squeezing me 
close to him so that I can smell his cologne and the 
tomatoes from the pizza we had for lunch. I almost blurt it 
right now, the words rising to my lips. 


I love you. 


I feel the certainty of it like a kept promise, like something 
I’ve always known I was going to do since I was able to form 


thoughts. But terror touches me when I imagine the words 
dying on the air and Marston just awkwardly regarding me. 


I turn to face him, but his sea blue eyes are turned to the 
ocean, the opposite way to where I’ve been focused. 


“What is it?” I ask, reading the anxiety tightening his jaws. 


He straightens and strides to the front of the boat. I peer 
over my shoulder and then I see it. 


Another boat has pulled up alongside ours. It’s about the 
same size, but looks smaller because the deck is crowded 
with seven men. 


All of them are grotesquely muscular, not like Marston’s 
capable, well honed body. They have the sort of bodies that 
make me wonder if they’ve used steroids, because they 
bulge in odd places, looking like twisted blow up dolls with 
veins pressing in strange ways through their skin. 


“Oh my God,” I whisper, when I spot him. 


At the front of the group stands Jett, his hair wet from a 
swim, as black and greasy as I remember from high school. 
He’s grinning at me and that’s when I spot the binoculars 
around his neck. Maybe he uses them to spy on women on 
other boats, the freak. He must’ve spotted me from his boat 
and directed it over here. He used to brag about his Miami 
connections. He must be on vacation. 


“Look out, officer, there’s a whale on your boat,” he laughs 
cruelly, and his cackle of thugs immediately join the noise. 


I stand up, not letting his gaze wither me like it would 
before. I hold my head high and walk over to join Marston. 
The boats are alongside each other, only separated by 
about eight feet now, both of them drifting slowly in the 


same direction. My heart hammers and shame bites at me, 
but I force it down and I stay at Marston’s side, his partner. 


After all Marston and I have been through, after everything 
he’s helped me to overcome, I can even freakin paint now, I 
won't let this bully dominate me. 


“Lucio,” Marston says coldly. 


For a moment, the thought that Marston knows one of the 
other men enters my mind. But then I remember that 
Marston said that Jett might have been an alias. So Lucio is 
his real name. It doesn’t matter. Either way he’s a douche 
prick. 


“And you’re Marston Rivera,” Jett says. It’s hard to think of 
him as Lucio, when I always knew him by a different name. 
“The most feared cop in the city. Out here all alone with the 
ugliest bitch in—” 


“Say one more word about my woman,” Marston says, his 
voice still ice cold, the only sign that he’s angry the 
twitching of his large, effective hands. “And I’m going to kill 
you all out here on the water.” 


“What?” Jett gasps, his eyes wavering a little. He runs a 
shaky hand through his hair. “An honorable man like you 
would do a thing like that?” 


“No, not normally,” he says. “I live by the law. I uphold it, 
even as scum like you try to tear it down. But when you talk 
about the mother of my children like that, I’m not a man 
anymore. I’m an animal. And TIl tear you to pieces.” 


“What are you going to do?” Jett snaps, sounding like a 
petulant bully who’s not used to being challenged. “There 
are seven of us, old man, so why don’t you shut your mouth 
and—” 


I let out a scream of shock when Marston takes two quick 
steps and then vaults over the side of the boat, flying 
through the air and then crashing on the other deck with a 
loud bang. 


The men leap back, staring as shock warps their features, 
and then immediately they throw themselves at him in a 
flurry of fists and feet and elbows, a violent assault. 


I bring my hands to my mouth and stare as tears prickle my 
eyes. 


Marston was a world champion boxer and he’s faced down 
the fiercest criminals this city has ever coughed up, but he’s 
still only one man. And even if those thugs earned their 
physiques with steroids, I bet they can still do damage. 


There are seven of them. 
Fears stabs at me as the world shimmers with tears. 


But then Marston spins around and catches one of the men 
with an elbow to the jaw, making a crack noise and sending 
him reeling to his back. He leaps up and moves so fast it’s 
hard to track him, his fists dashing out as he makes 
measured tsk noises with his mouth, exhaling air. 


The men flail wildly at him, but Marston is always in control. 
He ducks under an overhand swing and comes up with a 
punch to the jaw. The man on the other end gasps as his 
brown haired head snaps backwards, and then the rest of 
his body follows as the momentum forces him into a 
backflip. 


Marston jumps up and spins and jabs and it’s so hard for 
me to follow it all, with my heart thumping against my 
ribcage and my tears threatening to blind me. All I want is 
for it to be over and for the future father of my children to 
be okay. 


“T love you,” I whisper, a croaking sound distorting the back 
of my throat. “Oh, God, I love you. Please be okay. I love 


n 


you. 


But it’s not loud enough for him to hear over the sounds of 
the fighting. 


Finally, it’s just Marston and Jett left, because the other 
men are too pommeled and terrified to rise up and fight 
anymore. And of course the coward Jett hung back and let 
the other men exhaust themselves, too full of pathetic fear 
to get involved himself until he’s forced to. 


“What did you call my woman?” Marston bellows, his rage 
giving his words a sharp edge. “What the fuck did you do to 
my queen?” 


Jett lunges, trying to grab Marston’s throat. 


But Marston sees it coming a mile away and ducks to the 
side. He grabs Jett’s wrist and uses the force of the lunge to 
drag him forward, and then grabs him under the armpit 
and lifts him clear over his head. 


With a grunt, he throws Jett across the water. 
Jett lands with a thump and rolls over, groaning. 


In a frantic moment he sits up, looking at me like he wants 
to take me hostage, but then Marston leaps after him and 
plants a solid knee into his back, gritting his teeth as he 
reads Jett’s intentions, too. 


“Apologize to my woman,” Marston commands. 


“Fellas, get him,” Jett whines, flopping around like a 
trapped fish. 


Marston laughs grimly. “Your so called friends have already 
left you, worm,” he growls. 


I look over his shoulder and see that he’s right. The other 
boat has already turned away, cutting a line through the 
water as the voices of the men grow quieter. 


“Apologize,” Marston snaps. “I won’t ask you again.” 
“There were seven of us,” Jett whines in disbelief. 


“T can’t believe I was ever scared of you.” Disgust laces my 
voice as I gaze down at him. “ You’re pathetic.” 


“I’m sorry,” he groans. “I’m so, so sorry, Mila. I never 
should’ve tricked you like that. I never should’ve hurt you.” 


I shrug, as if it doesn’t mean anything to me. But of course 
it does. It’s all a symbol of how far Marston and I have 
come, the bridge between the present and the past that’s 
going to take us all the way into our shining future. 


But I’m not going to show this dickhead that, this criminal, 
this evil fuck. 


Without saying a word, I turn and return to my easel, sitting 
down and picking up my paintbrush. 


Marston smirks as he hauls Jett to his feet and drags him 
below deck, giving me a look that is brimming with pride. 
Dimly, I hear him talking on the phone, and I know he’s 
calling for somebody to come and arrest Jett for all the 
crimes he’s committed. 


But for now, all that matters is my craft and the fact that I 
said it out loud. I said that I loved Marston. 


Sure, it was too quiet for him to hear. 


But it still counts, right? 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


M arston 


I stand at the edge of the private landing strip, next to the 
thrumming bulk of the private plane. A few years ago, I 
caught the killers of a wealthy media mogul’s daughter, and 
I was able to acquire this plane from him in a tidy bargain. 
What I didn’t tell anybody was that I donated the rest to the 
fund set up in his daughters name, anonymously. 


My mind travels to Mila, on her way here now, maybe biting 
her bottom lip as she wonders where she’s going. 


I had to work all day today and most of yesterday after 
apprehending her high school torturer. Interrogating him 
opened a whole can of criminal worms that took all day to 
untangle, and now Angelo is on the case as I take some 
much deserved personal time to make the most important 
play of my life. 


An odd feeling leaps around in my stomach as I wait. It 
takes me a moment to hone in on its cause. When I do, 
surprise causes a smirk to twitch my lips. 


Nerves. 


I’ve faced down countless guns and criminals and drug 
addled madmen, but the purpose of today’s trip has me 
feeling like I finally understand what people mean when 
they talk about butterflies. 


I clutch onto the iron clad certainty I feel when I picture 
Mila, my woman. 


I love her. 


Disbelief prods at me when I realize I haven’t told her that 
yet. I need to, even if there’s a chance she’ll tell me she 
doesn’t feel the same. I have to risk it. I’ve never been the 
sort of man to live in fear. 


Finally, I hear the approach of her sleek black sedan, the 
hired driver, an ex-cop who I trust implicitly stepping out 
and opening the door for her. 


I nod at Gomez and the short, grey haired man nods back, 
tapping his gun on his hip and flashing me a gold toothed 
smile. 


He used to do that back when we worked together, tap his 
pistol and say. “As long as I got Betty with me, all’s right in 
the world, eh?” 


I nod in recognition and then my attention is enthralled by 
Mila, as she steps from the car in her flowing summer 
dress, the light breeze causing it to move around her like 
entrancing vapor. 


I feel my lower jaw falling open, the first time in my life I 
have ever felt dumbstruck. Her beauty washes over me with 
the certainty of a conviction and I know as deep as my 
bones that my love for her will never waver. 


I need her. 


She’s mine. 


And TIl love her until my dying breath. 
But does she feel the same? 


The thought niggles at me. I try to push it down, to force it 
deep where it can’t bother me, but it just rises like a float 
bobbing back up to the surface of the water. 


“Are you Okay?” she asks. Her eyebrows flicker. “Is it Jett? Is 
everything okay with his arrest?” 


“You don’t have to worry about him ever again,” I growl, 
letting my concerns fall away like melting relief under her 
soothing gaze. “It’s just you, Mila. You’re like something out 
of a dream I never want to wake from. I can’t believe you’re 
mine.” 


I feel the ring box pressing into my pocket, an urgent 
reminder that soon, I’ll be making this official. 


Or trying to, at least. 


I see our shared life spreading out before us like a red 
carpet, a perfect tableau of welcoming vignettes flitting 
through my consciousness. 


I see Mila with children around her skirts, all leaping and 
jostling for her attention, and my artistic queen shining her 
brighter than the sun smile at all of them. 


“Well, believe it,” she giggles, and then side eyes the plane 
in a gesture branded in sassy forwardness, so different to 
the shyness that clothed her when we met. “Are we going 
somewhere, Marston?” 


“Yes,” I say, something like a real smile touching my lips. 
Not the smirks that normally twitch my detective’s grimace. 
“We’re going to the The Louvre.” 


She blinks as though she’s trying to tug herself back to 
reality, as if she thinks what I just said was a trick of 
hearing. 


“You mean in Paris?” 


Now I feel it fully, the broad smile tugging my lips upward, 
my eyes crinkling as pure happiness pounds through me. 


I move forward and loop my arms around her, pulling her 
close and savoring the scent of her, the closeness. I can feel 
her body tighten in excitement and I swear on my badge I 
can feel our children growing inside of her, desperate to get 
bigger and bigger before they make their entrance into the 
world. 


“Paris,” I say. 


“Oh...Marston.” She giggles, leaning back in my embrace 
and gazing at me. “I wish you’d told me. I would’ve 
packed.” 


“Everything is taken care of,” I tell her. 
“But what about your job?” 

“Everything is...” 

“Taken care of,” she grins, finishing for me. 


“T’ve taken a few personal days. I never have before, so it’s 
no big deal. Anyway, it’s worth it to see how your face lights 
up. Like a star, Mila, and just for me.” 


“Ts that your way of saying I’m going to be a star artist one 
day?” she fires, certifiably feisty. 


I give those give me babies hips a squeeze. 


“Absolutely,” I growl, ignoring the sarcastic touch in her 
tone. “You’re going to succeed, Mila. I’ve seen your work. 


It’s brilliant.” 


She sighs breathily. “I still can’t believe we’re going to The 
Louvre, officer.” 


“Well, believe it,” I tell her. “And speaking of that, we should 
probably get onboard.” 


I lead her up the stairs onto the plane, my heart pounding 
savagely against the ring box, as though my body is urging 
me to get this done, and get it done quick. 


That’s how I’ve been my whole life. 


In boxing, I went for early knockouts, wanting to get my 
opponent out of the game as viciously as possible. 


And in police work, I always go for the quick arrest, causing 
some people to brand me with the clichéd term Maverick, 
even though I always get results. 


Now, in love and there’s nothing that could convince me this 
isn’t love and I want to do the same. 


My love for her crushes my heart with emotion made hands. 
I realize I need to do this. 


“This is the first time I’ve ever been on a plane,” Mila 
whispers in my ear, clutching onto my hand as the two of us 
recline into the plush seating afforded by the private plane. 
“Can you believe that?” 


“Just hold on tight,” I whisper, clutching her hand. “We’re a 
couple of first times, remember?” 


She smiles, leaning over and placing a soft kiss on my 
cheek. “I couldn’t have said it better.” 


I hold onto her tightly, transmitting love and affection 
through my grip as the plane carries us higher and higher 
into the sky. Soon, the jostling of takeoff is over and we’re 


cruising steadily, the cloudless sky shining pale blue 
through the windows. 


Mila glances at me, biting her lower lip briefly. 
“What is it?” I ask. 

She giggles warmly. “It’s that obvious, huh?” 
“I can...” 

“Read me, I know.” 


We catch each other's eyes, both our lips twitching as we 
silently acknowledge how insane it is that we can finish 
each other’s sentences, yet another sign that we’re meant 
for each other. 


“I’m afraid to look,” she mutters. “Out the window.” 


An idea surges into me, and suddenly I know this is it, this is 
how it happens. How I make the best decision of my life. 


“Let me help you,” I whisper. 


She stands up and I place my hand on the small of her back, 
leading her to the circular window that looks out upon the 
blue. Her breathing makes her body quiver, causing my 
eyes to roam over her, to capture the curvy flesh. My body 
growls at me to take her, even now, especially now. 


But I push the urge down and focus on the sweetness of the 
moment instead. 


“Wow,” she says after a moment, gazing down at the ocean. 
Slowly, I take my hand from her and step back. 


I reach into my inside jacket pocket and remove the ring 
box with the same care I’d remove a hidden gun on an 
undercover sting, only this is more important. 


This is just as life or death. 


“T wanted to wait until we were in Paris,” I say. “But soaring 
high in the sky, a first for you, seeing how confident and 
brave you look right now, I think this works just beautifully. 
I love you, Mila.” 


Her eyebrows shoot up in shock as she turns to find me on 
one knee, opening the ring box to reveal a glittering band 
and a glistening diamond. Her hands fly to her mouth and a 
rebellious strand of hair flies across her forehead, begging 
me to slide it away and kiss the wanting skin. 


“I... Oh, jeez. Marston, you love me? Really?” 


I laugh grimly. “Of course,” I growl. “I love you more than I 
can even believe. You’re everything I ever dreamed of when 
I thought about the woman I’d one day claim. And even 
after I stopped believing she’d ever appear in my life, I 
never managed to kill the idea entirely. And then you 
appeared. I knew, just knew, you were the woman I’d spend 
the rest of my life with. I love you, Mila.” 


J 


“I love you,” she breathes, stepping forward as though 
locked in a dream, her movements slow. “I love you so 
freakin much.” 


“Be my wife,” I sigh, my prepared speech jumbling in my 
mind under the heat of the moment, the only time I’ve ever 
felt even slightly overwhelmed. But no less certain. “Mila 
Angelica Moore, will you make me the happiest man alive 
and marry me?” 


“Where did you learn my middle name?” she giggles, as 
tears spring to her eyes and slide down her cheeks. 


“Is that a no?” I counter, thinking about her police file, 
which contained her surname. But that horror is in the 
past. This is about our starry future. 


“Of course it’s not a no,” she cries, leaping forward. “It’s a 
yes. It’s a freakin hell yes. It’s a happiest women in the 
world yes!” 


I slide the ring onto her finger and then rise to my feet, 
suddenly thankful that I chose here to do it. As we kiss, a 
slight turbulence sends us closer together, her body 
pressing hotly against mine. 


I kiss her lips, savoring the stinging pleasure of them, and 
then move my lips to her cheeks to taste her tears. 


“T love you so, so much,” she whispers, nuzzling close to me. 
“And I’m just so freakin glad you claimed me, Marston.” 


“Me too,” I growl. “There could be no other. Ever.” 


We glide smoothly across the sky, the turbulence behind us, 
our future lives carved like immutable letters in the sky. I’m 
so goddamn glad fate or destiny sent Mila into my life. 


“I love you,” I say, hugging her firmly. “And I’ll always 
protect you. I’m never letting you go.” 


“T’m yours,” she whispers. 
“And you’re mine.” 


And we fly. 


EPILOGUE 


ONE YEAR LATER 


“Do you think it went well?” I ask, walking into the living 
room and turning to face Marston. 


Behind my towering husband, so sleek tonight in his steel 
grey suit to match his hair, his all seeing blues pinned on 
me, my painting of Miami from his boat hangs proudly. It’s 
the one I did that day Jett reentered our lives. 


His face lights up with a smile, shadows of salt and pepper 
touching my husband’s square, strong jaw from where his 
beard is trying to grow onto his all man face. 


“I think that’s an understatement, Mila,” he grins. “You 
wowed everybody in that room. Nobody ever would’ve 
guessed that was your first exhibition. I heard one couple 
asking how they’d never heard of you before. You’re a 
goddamn star, wife.” 


I giggle, moving close to him and smelling his cologne. I 
stop short, waving a hand down at myself. This past year 
has been a crazy moment to moment hustle, from the birth 
of the twins - twins, like we joked about - to throwing 


myself into a Bohemian awakening of artist’s focus, it’s all 
been hectic. 


Tonight, I’m wearing a baggy artist’s sweater with baggy 
cargo pants, the same sort of outfit I wear when I’m 
cloistered away in my studio. I felt bad about leaving Kylie 
and Gwen alone with the nanny tonight, so I didn’t have 
time to change, using every precious second to gaze into 
their adoring sleeping faces instead. 


“T don’t exactly feel like a star,” I laugh. “I feel more like a 
frumpy mom.” 


“Frumpy?” my silver fox growls, narrowing his eyes in his 
detective’s penetrating look. “It was torture watching you 
entertain the patrons tonight without tearing off that 
sweater and revealing the perfection beneath.” 


“Perfection?” I laugh, disbelief touching me as my nose 
floods with the vanilla scent of the room freshener. 


Since moving in here, after our Paris trip, I’ve completely 
redecorated the place, and now every inch radiates 
welcoming homeliness. 


“More like stretch marks. More like the results of 
pregnancy cravings.” 


He chuckles and then grabs my hips, palming my flesh and 
tugging me close to him. I can feel his manhood burning 
through his pants, a weapon that can’t wait to discharge it’s 
ammo, his seed roaring to make another life inside of me. 


“That just means there’s more of you to hold,” he grins. 
“And I could spend the rest of my life exploring your body. 
In fact, I plan to.” 


I flush, feeling my insecurities wavering and then wilting as 
they so often do under Marston’s love filled words, his 


passion flaming hands. 


I want to melt into the furious want that fills my body as he 
slides his hands down to my ass, rubbing through the fabric 
of my cargo pants. 


“Your stretch marks are just a sign of what you’ve given 
me,” he whispers in my ear, breath warm. “Never, ever, feel 
self conscious about them. You’re mine, forever. You could 
put on a thousand pounds and cover your whole body in 
stretch marks and that wouldn’t change. I’ll always want to 
fuck you ragged.” 


I giggle, rolling my eyes at him, but I’m unable to hide the 
budding yearning in my expression. 


“Shall we check on the girls, first?” 


His smile twitches, light glinting in his eyes. “I was just 
about to ask that.” 


We already checked on them when we returned home and 
relieved the nanny, but of course Marston is onboard to do 
it again. Even though he keeps up his kick ass job at the 
precinct, he’s still a hands-on father, a giant protective 
silver furred bear who helps me with the minutia of 
motherhood. 


We walk into their shared room, we’ll give them separate 
rooms when they’re older, and stand at the door frame as 
their mobile sends glittering star patterns across the walls. 


Then we go to their cribs, side by side, and stare down at 
our daughters. 


“I’m so freakin proud of them already,’ I whisper, light 
flooding into my chest, my soul. “Does that sound silly?” 


He wraps his arm around my waist, squeezing me close as 
we gaze down at them. “I know exactly what you mean,” he 


says. 


The words fill me with even more white hot light, causing 
tears of joy to prick my eyes as Gwen coos in her sleep and 
swipes at the air. It’s the sort of thing that husbands always 
say, but I know that Marston means it, right down to his 
soul, our soul, because we’re closer than I ever could’ve 
imagined before we met. 


“T’m so freakin glad we found each other,” I whisper. 


“So am I,” he growls, a note of lust entering his voice. “But 
now I think it’s time we found our way to the bedroom.” 


He takes my hand and electric passion thrums through me. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


EIGHT YEARS LATER 


M arston 


I stand at the edge of the room, a smile so bright I can 
hardly believe it’s really plastered on my face. 


This is the Art Room, but we’ve come to call it the Madness 
Room. As Gwen and Kylie got older and started to express 
an interest in art, Mila thought it would be a good idea to 
convert one of the large rooms in our new home - a 
fashionable, lavish nine bedroom to accommodate our 
growing family - into a studio the whole family could use. 


She painted the walls white and let the children unleash 
their feral artist’s instincts in here, the walls now patterned 
with handprints, some bigger and some smaller. 


Of all our children, I know that Jack and Angelo love this 
room just because it gives them a chance to go wild. Right 
now, the little lovable terrors are in the corner, flinging 
their paintbrushes at the wall as their four and five year old 
laughter rises into the air. 


On the other side of the room, Gwen and Kylie paint a big 
bear together, coloring its fur a deep silver. My smile 


widens when Gwen turns and gives me one of her arched 
eyebrows, which is her mother all over, a little sassy 
princess. 


“Daddy, look,” she beams. “It’s you.” 


I grin and move across the room, tickling her under the 
arms and causing her giggles to rise like music into my 
ears. “Just because Mommy calls me her silver bear, it 
doesn’t mean you get to as well,” I tease, and we both know 
it’s a joke. She calls me that all the time and I’d have it no 
other way. 


She catches me with the paintbrush, leaving a red streak 
across my shirt and up my neck. But I don’t care. 


Pd do a lot more than get a little paint spattered for my 
children. 


I turn at the sound of Mila’s laughter, a sound I could hear a 
billion times and never grow tired of. She’s got her hand on 
Izzie’s shoulder as our six year old whispers something in 
her ear. The only one of our brood not in here is little 
Danny, who was born three months ago. But he coos from 
the monitor in the corner, the best backing track in the 
world. 


“What are you two whispering about?” I laugh, walking up 
behind them and ruffling Izzie’s hair, the same auburn 
shade as her mother’s. 


She mock glares at me, unable to keep the smile from her 
lips or the glint from her eyes, the same azure shade as 
mine. “I told Mommy you’re the best daddy in the world,” 
she beams. 


I roll my eyes, and then glance at Mila. 


With Danny’s baby weight still framing her, her beauty is 
even more undeniable than it was before. She looks full and 
happy and so sexy I know I’d paint her in sinful shades of 
ecstasy if the children weren’t here. 


Her love for her children beams from her every pore, her 
sleeves rolled up to reveal her artist’s hands, the same ones 
that have seen her painting career skyrocket into another 
goddamn universe. 


My pride for her soars and soars each time I so much as 
catch her motherly, sexy as fuck scent. 


“She was saying she’d rather be riding a pony right now,” 
Mila muttered. 


“Oh, were you, now?” I laugh. “And what would you call this 
pony?” 


“Policeman Pony?” she giggles. “Then he’ll be just like you, 
Daddy. Big and strong and always helping everyone. Always 
making sure everyone is A-oKay.” 


When she says A-okay, I feel my heart vibrate in my chest, 
fierce love gripping me. It’s a phrase her mother uses with 
the children often, and clearly my little princess has picked 
it up. 


“So can I, Daddy? Can I get one?” 
“You'll have to ask Mommy,” I joke. “She’s the boss.” 


“Ha ha.” Mila winks, because we both know that we take a 
partnership approach to parenthood. “You won’t be getting 
anything, little rascal, if you don’t finish your painting.” 


I lean over and peer at her painting, which is a crude house 
with several stick figures inside, a smear of paint on the 
corner where Izzie’s attention must have slipped. All our 
children have their talents, but Izzie is definitely not the 


painter, and yet even so my heart fills with warmth at the 
sight of it. 


“Who are the people?” I ask. 


She glows, pointing with her brush. “There’s Mommy, and 
that’s you, Daddy. And then there’s Gwen and Kylie and 
that’s little-bitty Danny and there’s Jack and Angelo 
stomping around like always. And that’s me, Daddy, on the 
biggest, prettiest pony in the world.” 


I glance at Mila and see that tears of pure joy are pricking 
the corners of her emerald green eyes. I reach across and 
take her hand, squeezing supportively, so full of love I could 
roar like a victorious lion, my pride safe and contended and 
protected. 


And mine. 
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